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CHAPTER 1 


Jenny Everywhere sat on the kitchen counter of her small, sunny, and rather grubby kitchen, 
swinging her legs and idly watching the second hand tick steadily round the large clock that stood 
mounted on the opposite wall as she waited for her toast to finish toasting. The toaster made a noise not 
unlike that of a pogo stick, and the golden brown toast emerged from the toaster. The smell of fresh toast 
wafted through the air. It was perfectly done. Jenny smiled, hopped off the counter, and buttered it. The 
margarine sizzled on the fresh toast, and Jenny bit into it. It melted in her mouth with just the right 
amount of crunch and just the right amount of soft buttery goodness. As she ate, she noticed a text pop 
up on her phone from her eccentric girlfriend Laura Drake. The message implored her to come quickly, as 
Laura had something very exciting to show Jenny. 


Alright, thought Jenny. Sounds like an adventure. 


Still holding her toast, Jenny Everywhere shifted, phasing through reality like some sort of cat ina 
box, hurtling through the Infinite from one place to another faster than an angel, and landing in the 
kitchen of Laura Drake. 


Laura’s kitchen was not at all like Jenny’s, and indeed not particularly like yours or mine either, 
resembling a laboratory more than anything else. It was large and white and spacious — and cluttered 
with exotic-looking scientific equipment, including a disintegration gun, which Jenny decided not to worry 
about. The space smelled medicinal, something between TCP and isopropyl alcohol, with just a hint of 
melted plastic. She quite liked it, as it stirred up fond memories of visiting the dentist, although she would 
never admit this to anyone. They wouldn’t understand. 


“Hiya Jenny!” Laura said as she sauntered into the kitchen. She was dressed only in a purple towel 


and her normally frizzy red hair was wet and sagging. “Just got out of the shower.” 


“T figured that,” Jenny said while munching on her toast. “You said you had something to show 


” 


“T sure do!” Laura walked past Jenny, doffing her towel and dropping it on a counter as she passed. 


“T’ve already seen you naked, Laura,” she pointed out with a smile, though she took the 
opportunity to refresh her memory. 


“Not that, silly!’ 

“Ts it the disintegration gun? I’ve seen those before too.” 
“Nope.” 

“Well, just so long as it’s not another shifting chamber.” 
“No, I dismantled that. Remember?” 

“Of course. Right after you erased that guy from existence.” 
“Sorry, what?” 


“Nothing. Just go ahead and show me.” 


Giving her wet hair a final drying squeeze with the towel, Laura dropped it again and pulled on one 
of the many sets of identical purple lab clothes which she always kept folded on one of the nearby shelves 
for ease of rushing straight to the kitchen-slash-lab from the shower if one of those sudden bursts of 
inspiration should set upon her while she was washing her hair, then dashed to the nearest cabinet and 
pulled it open. 


“So, um, look, here’s the thing,” she continued, as she began to rummage through the miscellanea 
contained within, “Do you remember what you were telling me, on that date we had last week?” 


Jenny bit her lip, pondering. 


“About how I thought you could stand to leave the house more than once a week? Well, don’t take 
that to heart. You know I have no filter once I’ve had a sip of Sagittarian spider-ale. There was that one 
time I had drinks with the king of —” 


“No, no, not that,” Laura cut her off, laughing. “No. I — oops.” 


What looked to be a cardboard box full of whisks, forks, and glowing fusion batteries toppled from 
the cabinet, scattering across the already-messy floor. Laura cast it a look askance, then pushed the 
now-empty box away with the back of her heel and continued to dig through the cupboard. 


“Sorry. Messy. Tl pick that up later. No, what I meant was, the thing you were saying when I was 
showing you my new hyper-magnifying telescope. Two comets had just collided over Kraken Mare, and 
you wondered whether there were any people on Titan watching from the other direction.” 


Jenny nodded. 
“Right, yeah. I remember. So what does that have to do with —?” 


“And I asked why you didn’t just go and find ows,” Laura continued. “I mean, hell, if I had your 
abilities, you couldn’t stop me from going off to confirm every hypothesis that’s ever crossed my mind. But 
you said — ah! Here it is!” 


Jenny looked on, confused, as Laura pulled another box from the cupboard, a triumphant 


expression across her face. 
“Here what is?” 


“T’m getting to that!” Laura exclaimed, shutting the cabinet and turning around. “You said — that 
ye 


that isn’t how you do things 
Jenny nodded. 
“Well, yeah. I don’t go seeking out adventures, I just go with them as they come.” 


“Exactly! And I thought — what if I could invent something that would make adventures happen to 
this, this specific incarnation of your A way to max out your multiversal adventuring potential? 


Jenny frowned. 
“Um — Laura, I feel like you may have misunderstood the spirit of —” 


Laura, never one to be interrupted when she was excited, indicated the box. 


“So I made this! The Reverse-Shifter! With just a push of a button, it trawls through an infinity of 
worlds and summons something which it is statistically probable will bring on the start of an adventure — 
that is, it brings it right to where you already are?’ 


Jenny took a step back. 
“Lor, please do not activate that.” 


At this a primal instinct within the mind of Laura Drake, the prime directive of the mad scientist, 
the most fundamental drive of any self-respecting eccentric inventor, took hold. There was a satisfying, 
red pushy button; there was a philistine trying to talk her down from pressing the button; therefore, 
before her higher brain functions could even begin to weigh her options, she pressed the button. 


For one fateful moment the machine seemed to do nothing at all. Jenny’s attention, never the most 
sustained of things, fell back to the barely-eaten slice of toast in her hand, and she made to take another 
bite — 


— then there was a fantastic conflagration, accompanied by the kind of complex light-show which 
even the highest-budget live-action production would struggle to match with CGI. 


Both women stepped back from what initially seemed like some kind of glowing monolith, but 
soon revealed itself to be a shimmering three-dimensional portal through space-time, a kind of null-zone 
at the centre of the room where the normal rules of reality had been suspended. To look at that iridescent 
non-space was to know that anything might step through. 


Another moment later, anything did. 


This particular anything took the form of a hooded figure. The cowl of the visitor’s robes 
concealed their face in impossibly inky darkness, with only knobbly hands to attest to their advanced age. 


“Be this the abode of the Gods?’ rasped the old man. His robes, Jenny noticed, were a kind of faded 


ochre — not grey. That would have been a whol other headache. 


“Well,” said the Shifter, well aware that she met several criteria for divinity, though she didn’t like to 
advertise. “Well. That’s a complicated question. What kinds of gods had you in mind?” 


“The tales were truef’? the old man continued, ignoring her to look at Laura, who was still terribly wet 
from the shower despite her and the towel’s best efforts. “In the Hallowed Halls, walk water-nymphs of legend?’ 


“Now now,” said the inventor. “Pm not legendary yer.” 


“T forget myself, 0 Goddesses?’ cried the hooded old man, falling to his knees. “I must worship you as 
ordained in the Scrolls! Please, forgive a dead man’s foolishness...” 


“Hey!” said Jenny, kicking vaguely in his general direction. “Where do you think you are?!” 


“By the sounds of it,’ Laura observed, “he thinks he’s dead and in Heaven. I mean, I’m flattered, 
really. Didn’t think my interior designing skills were all that. But — look, buster, you’re not dead.” 


The old man looked up from his kneeling position. “... Truly?’ 


“Truly,” Jenny confirmed. 


This did not have the expected effect on the old man. Laura and Jenny had expected relief, joy 
perhaps; or else embarrassment at his mistake. Instead, after taking in the news, the hooded visitor 
collapsed to the floor again with a sob. 


“Woe! Woe is me?’ he warbled. “I thought I had been granted release from my burdensome destiny... but the 
Prophecy cannot be so easily escaped! Foolish, foolish old man am I. I should have known. I cannot rest until the Quest is 
accomplished. Ob Fates, I am not worthy! For three decades and three years, I have searched for adventurers capable of 
undertaking that duty which the Portents ordain, and searched in vain... Must my bones be ground into dust before I am 
permitted to rest?’ 


This display of existential misery did not, in turn, produce in Laura Drake the natural outburst of 
sympathy, nor even the barrage of questions, which one might expect. Instead she turned to Jenny, 
grinning. 


“Ah! Now, ébis is more like it! See, Jenny? It works!” 


“My concern,” Jenny said carefully, once again lowering the slice of toast she’d been about to bite 
into, “wasn’t, actually, that it wouldnt...” 


“Never mind,” Laura said with a shrug, and turned back to the old man. “Alright. You want a hero, 
I’ve got one, old-timer. Lay it on us.” 


“|. What?’ 
“The Quest! The adventure! My girlfriend here happens to be in the market for one.” 


“Laura,” Jenny tried to argue again, “I’m not going to turn my nose up at it now that it’s Jere, but I 
never actually said I —” 


“The Ouest must be undertaken only by the Chosen One! I cannot reveal —” 

“Oh, forget it,’ said Jenny, seemingly to both of them. 

At this she pushed past the old man in the ochre robes, and considered the obelisk-portal. 
“T guess this adventurous quest stuff is all happening over there, right? On the other sider” 


“Wh — Jenny!” Laura complained, grabbing on to the end of her scarf and holding her back from 
jumping through. “We can’t go yet. You’ve got to prepare for these things. Gather intel. Pm sure the old 
guy could be persuaded —” 


“Oh come on, Lor,” said Jenny, half-turning to flash her a cheeky smirk. “You know by now that 
that’s not how I roll.” 


With a sharp tug, she freed her scarf from Laura’s hold — then she hopped into the light and was 
gone. 


Laura blinked — then sighed, and addressed the old man one more time. 


“Well, if you can’t beat’em... You, uh, feel free to help yourself to the pantry while we’re gone — 
just don’t touch anything that looks like an experiment. Don’t worry, shouldn’t be too long before we slay 
your captured princess and free the Dark Lord from the buried treasure. Or whatever.” 


The redhead was about to enter the light when a thought struck her. She turned back and, heedless 
of the old man’s baffled stare — somehow evident even through the unrealistic darkness of the cowl — 
bent down to pick up her lavender towel, which she folded neatly in half before tying it around her waist, 
as one might a jumper or hoodie. A younger Laura’s first literary love, a book without which she might 
never have developed a passion for outrageous science, had a lot to say on the topic of knowing where 
one’s towel is before one jumps into the unknown. 


She also grabbed the disintegration pistol, which as far as Jenny needed to know she had no 
intention of using, and slipped it into a pocket of her lab coat. The pink and mustard weapon clashed 
horribly with her purple coat, but there was no time to build a new one — or just paint the old one, as 


someone who was not a mad scientist might do. 


Satisfied, she hopped through. 
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Above: Laura and Jenny speak to their hooded visitor. 


CHAPTER 2 


The light nearly blinded Jenny as she jumped into it, but the effect was fortunately temporary. It 
soon faded away to be replaced with what appeared to be a long, circuitous bridge stretched out before 
her. The bridge was lit by hanging lamps, which was convenient since it was nighttime wherever she had 
landed. Jenny looked down and saw that the bridge was suspended over a dark abyss that told her nothing 
about what was below. She was about to take another bite of her toast when she heard Laura land next to 
her. 


“Woohoo!” Laura exclaimed. “Off we go into the great unknown!” 
“T see you brought your towel,” Jenny noted. 


“Q-of course!” Laura’s smile seemed a little awkward, as though embarrassed of her real motives. 


“You know I never go anywhere without my lucky towel. Just in case I found a good spot for skinny 
dipping.” 


Jenny smiled indulgently. She knew what Laura wasn’t saying, but it wasn’t as though what the 
redhead had said about the impromptu swimming had been a lie — they had many happy memories, and a 
few fines, to prove it. Of course, personally, when the pair went in for that sort of thing, Jenny preferred 
to sun herself on the nearest rocks like a seal until she was dry, rather than bother with towels — which 
she’d always thought to be fairly unromantic objects. Still, it wouldn’t do to dash her girlfriend’s fannish, 
childlike enthusiasm for the things. She kept wondering whether it would be a good idea to introduce 
Laura to Douglas — or maybe to Trisha. 


“Well, let’s get going then,” she said simply rather than argue the point. 


The two of them made their way across the bridge, careful not to look too far over the edge for 
fear of falling to certain doom. 


“You know,” Laura said, “the vibe of this place reminds me of that video game you like. What was 
it called again? The one about the weird island... Fogg?” 


“Myst,” Jenny corrected. 


“Whatever. Yeah, I’m definitely getting Myst flashbacks right now. I really should try to finish that 
game one of these days.” 


The bridge was long and rickety, and with every step they took it wobbled a little. It stretched off 
into the distance with no end in sight, but Laura and Jenny knew that they must reach the end to continue 
on their quest, as this was where the old man who was more tortured than one of this author’s similes had 
sent them. Thankfully, neither of the two were afraid of heights, but nonetheless it was nearly impossible 
not to feel rather trepidatious at such a height. At one point, as they made their way carefully along the 
bridge, a rickety plank slipped out from under Laura’s bare feet and clattered down into the inky darkness 
below. Jenny managed to pull up Laura just in time, but they were both rather shaken by the occurrence. 


Eventually, Jenny remarked: 


“This is a bit boring.” 


Laura, who was keeping well away from the edges, and nervously watching every plank in case it 


might dislodge itself, found herself hard-pressed to agree. “Well,” she said eventually, “You might call it 


that.” 


“What about a gamer” asked Jenny. 
“What about a gamer” asked Laura. 
“Well,” Jenny explained, “we could p/zy one.” 


“We could well do,” said Laura, and her eyes lit up suddenly as she had an idea. “How about ’get 


chased around by an angry mob of villagers holding sharp-looking pitchforks and blazing torches’? Pm 


good at that one!” 


pitchforks and blazing torches’. 


“We are not playing ’get chased around by an angry mob of villagers holding sharp-looking 


299 


“How about ’I spy’, then?” 


Jenny thought that there might be one or two ever-so-slight flaws in that plan, but thought it best 


not to bring it up. Instead, she replied: 


“All right. P' start. I spy with my little eye... something beginning with ’B’.” 
Some minutes later... 

“I spy with my little eye, something beginning with ’B’ again.” Jenny said wearily. 
“Barbeculic acid?” asked Laura hopefully. 

“No.” 

“Barbelith potion, then?” 

“No.” 

“Boron Dichloride?” 

“No.” 


Laura was beginning to have a sneaking suspicion that the answer was exactly the same as the last 


time that they had played this game. 


“It’s not ’bridge’, is it?” 

Jenny sighed. 

“Lor, this is even more boring than when we were just walking,” 
“Tt is a bit, isn’t it?” 


Quite suddenly and without warning, Jenny stopped. “Hold your horses, Lor,” she said, “it’s 


stopped!” 


“What do you mean, ’stopped’?” asked Laura. 
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“T mean it’s stopped. There’s no more!” 
“No more what?” 


“No more bridge,” said Jenny. Laura looked beyond Jenny’s outstretched arms, and indeed she 
could see absolutely nothing. Nothing but the enveloping empty blackness that pervaded this godforsaken 
realm. The bridge just... stopped. 


“Fascinating,” said Laura, and reached out to touch the blackness, brush her fingertips against it only 
slightly and — 


“Laura, stop!” cried Jenny, as the blackness, that all-consuming, thick, oozing shadow of 
nothingness, reached out and consumed Laura. Jenny closed her eyes. 


“Shit,” she said, and walked into the starless obsidian void. 


KK 


As Jenny walked through the starless obsidian void, she looked around the bridge and noticed the 
art style of the new setting. 


“Guess it’s hip to be square around these parts,” she said. 


She then noticed that the bridge had ceased to wobble and the lights had turned into torches, Laura 
was nowhere in sight and the bridge was still without end above the chasm. She looked down and didn’t 
see a bottom — it was all black — but as she walked across the bridge she did see something coming into 
sight. It was, she quickly realised, a floating island in the void. The mysterious landmass was shaped like a 
giant slice of toast, so Jenny immediately thought of eating it, before she remembered it was made out of 
dirt, stone, and wood. 


“This must be the work of Laura!” 


She shouted aloud at the bridge and continued to walk to the floating toast when she saw 
someone standing there, farming wheat near the edge of the toast — and it definitely wasn’t any version 
of Laura, but a square man about two blocks in height. He sported brown hair, a brown beard, a cyan 
shirt, blue pants, and grey shoes; his simplistic anatomy made it easy to think of him in such itemised 
terms. Had another person of his configuration sported the same arrangement of colour and hairstyle, the 
two would have been entirely impossible to tell apart. 


Curious as ever, Jenny approached the man and tapped him on his shoulder to ask for directions, 
but for some strange reason the tap was so powerful it sent the man plummeting to his demise in the 
void. 


“Oopsie!” 


She turned to look at the house. It was made out of dirt with grass growing on top. It was at this 
moment that Jenny realised to which game she had been transported to, and she went to check the door 
of the dirt house and opened it. Nobody was there, so she grabbed some bread from the chest and 
continued walking on to the wooden bridge when she saw that a portal was blocking the road. Without 
hesitation she stepped into it. 


Jenny Everywhere found herself sucked down, down, into the portal, falling faster and faster, and 
she felt glowing globules of light press up against her, pushing her down into the darkness. She hadn’t the 
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foggiest idea what the glowing globules were, but they certainly seemed persistent, and like the sort of 
thing you tended to see in portals in movies and such. Had Jenny been Laura, she might have 
hypothesised that the portal extracted elements of what you imagined portals to look like and structured 
itself to look as you’d expect it to, but Jenny was vot Laura, and the hypothesis would probably have been 
wrong anyhow. After what seemed an age of being pushed around and down and down and around and 
off to the side and up and over and through the great portal by the funny glowing globules, the portal 
ended. Jenny shot out of it like a bottle of Kooba Cola that had just been opened after being shaken very 
thoroughly. 


The world in which she landed was foggy and cold and grey. Tombstones littered the ground, 
morbid monuments to the departed, and despite her hoodie and scarf Jenny felt rather chilly. She huddled 
herself up and shivered. 


Suddenly, Jenny spotted a dark figure standing in the distance, hazily visible through the mist. It 
began to move closer to her, and she was suddenly possessed of an overwhelming desire to run from it 
and hide somewhere, but she found herself rooted to the spot, unable to tear herself away from the 
strange spectre cloaked all in black. She could only stare at the figure as it moved ever closer. When it was 


about a metre away from her, it spoke in a voice deep and sonorous and deathly. 
“SCROOGE,” it bellowed. 
“Sorry, what?” said Jenny, fear forgotten in an instant. 
“PM SORRY. YOU ARE EBENEZER SCROOGE, ARE YOU NOT?” 
“Nop” said Jenny. 


“BUGGER,” said the figure, who, Jenny thought, could only be the Ghost of Christmas Yet To 
Come, a nice enough chap if you knew him. The figure thought for a moment, then said suspiciously, 
“HMM. YOU’RE CERTAINLY NO WATERFOWL, SO WE CAN CROSS THAT OUT... YOU’RE 
NOT SCROOGE MACBADGER, ARE YOU?” 


“Sorry,” Jenny said. 
“EBENEZER BLA — 2” 


“No,” Jenny said categorically. “I am not, never have been, and never will be, in any way, a Scrooge 


ot Ebenezer!” 


“SHIT,” said the dark figure, a little curtly — then slipped back into a more formal tone. “WE 
APOLOGISE FOR THE INCONVENIENCE,” he added as he moved off. 


Jenny Everywhere sighed. “Bloody marvellous,” she said. 
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Above: Pan, in all his glory. 
Just then, there was a knock at the door. 
“Door?” said Jenny Everywhere. “I don’t see any door!” 
“That’s ’cause I’m invisible,” said the door. 
“Ah, and I suppose the knock is silent,” said Jenny. 


“Tam most certainly not!” cried the knock, in a posh sort of a voice, it being a posh sort of a knock 
that went to tea parties and such. 


“Well, how do you dor” asked the door, then muttered: “Pm sure there was something I was 
supposed to be doing...” 


“Yeah, not bad, thanks,” said Jenny. “Lost my girlfriend, mind you — dunno where she’s got to — 
but she’ll probably turn up eventually, she usually does. Slightly worried Pve taken some hallucinogen or 
other, seeing as I’m talking to a door when ’'m supposed to be on a great big epic quest, which, you 
know, I didn’t really want to do in the first place but I sort of did... It’s complicated... Sorry, ’m 
oversharing.” 


“No, it’s quite alright,” said the door, “ve been having similar problems myself, you know. First 
they tell me I oughtn’t to look like a door, what with me being a god and all, and then — oh! That’s what 
I was supposed to be doing!” 


“Whate” asked Jenny. 


“Do you know, Pve completely forgotten,” it said, “I don’t have very good memory, being a doo — 
hang on, I’m not a door, ’m a god, and ¢hats what I was going to tell you, you need to — oh bugger, I’ve 
forgotten again.” 
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Not for the first time that day, Jenny Everywhere sighed. “Look,” she said, “you’re a god. You 
ought to at least be able to remember what you were supposed to be doing — though God knows I’ve 


met enough who can’t — so what is it you want to tell mer” 


“Ah!” cried the door, “Pve got it! ’m the great god Pan in disguise, and I hereby have to charge 
you to — fuck, gone again.” 


“Pan,” said Jenny, calmly and levelly, “if you don’t tell me what it is Pm supposed to be doing you'll 
soon be a frying pan!” 


It wasn’t the best one-liner ever, but it was a reasonable quality considering she had made it up on 
the spot, she thought. She was rather more chuffed about it than she probably ought to have been; it was 


a terrible joke. 
“Alright,” said Pan, “Your quest is — !” 


It was at that moment that a furniture thief came along, saw a rather nice-looking door that would 
probably fetch a nice price in the Interdimensional Black Market, hitched it up over his shoulder, and 
cattied it away. 


“Absolutely fucking marvellous,’ said Jenny, and sat on a grassy tuft, which she immediately 
regretted, it being rather cold and damp and squelchy. 


Dew drops oozed into her trousers, not entirely soaking them, but wetting them enough for them 
to quickly become uncomfortable. In that moment she reminisced about how she had once been tortured 
by being forced to spend hours — or was it days? — in spitting rain, not being able to dry herself. The 
cold that had ensued had proved particularly nasty, although she had also come to realise her assailants 
weren’t altogether competent, given that this was a// they'd done to her. They weren’t like the Sadistic 
Sadists of Sadismus Beta (original name, we know), an assortment of psychos she had once encountered in 
the 
3,056,923,196,382,930,949,228,495,362,706,606,534,247,876,111,900,785,946,296,393,964,313,474,728,56 
9,001,130,265,696,674,416,687,771st Universe, who had peeled back her hangnails and then forced her to 
use alcohol-based hand sanitiser. She had subsequently gone back in time and given their parents 
contraceptives, preventing those arseholes from hurting anyone else with oddly specific methods. 


Jenny was just about to get up and go after the great god Pan — what was he doing, the great god 
Pan, down in the graves by the churchyard, anyway? Spreading ruin and scattering ban, mumbling 
forgetfulness shaped like a door, and mumbling forgetfulness a good deal more, down with the Jenny in 
the churchyard... Well, whatever he was up to, she was just about to go after him, when suddenly she 
heard a noise. Now, it is by no means uncommon to hear noises most of the time, but this specific noise 
was one that was rather uncommon to hear, and this noise, to be quite precise, was the voice of Lord 
Grallyx. 


“Ah, ha, ha, ha, haf’ he laughed, in a rather evil sort of a manner, “There ssss no escaping me thissss time, 


Jenny Everywhere?’ 
“Oh, bugger,” said Jenny. 


And with that, the cliffhanger commenced, the title music played (no, hang on, this is a book, 
ignore that), and it was the end of the chapter. 
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CHAPTER 3 


“This can’t go on.” 


Sonja Harrington sat heavily in her chair, rubbing at her head with a cybernetic hand. The screen 
before her — a hastily-repurposed television set which she had rigged to the best of her ability for 
multidimensional scanning — flashed with warning after warning, red-alert sirens cutting through the 
CRT static as countless tracked subjects experienced sudden unexplained inter-universal transference. 


“That’s rather the problem, isn’t it?” piped a voice from behind her. “It can, and by all 
appearances will continue to, go on. On and on, until every world in the multiverse has lost any 
semblance of stability, and the entirety of existence devolves into endless swirling chaos.” 


“So glad I have you for encouragement, Cogg.” 


“Well, it’s entirely true, isn’t itr” Professor Halibut Cogg continued, placing his top hat on the 
back of Sonja’s chair as he manoeuvred his clockwork legs around her to peer at the screen himself. “We 
may have found a way to track the bleed-throughs, but as for stopping them, well...” 


As the two stared silently at the screen, a clattering sound on the floor behind suddenly became 
apparent. With the reflexes natural to a Neptunian Star Marine, Sonja was suddenly on her feet, her 
ray-gun drawn. 


On the other side of the room, Laura Drake, coming to consciousness, came to the sudden, fairly 
startling realisation that she was lying not within the soft purple sheets of her own bed, but on a hard and 
unpleasantly cold stone floor in a very dark chamber. Pushing herself groggily to her feet, she adjusted her 
glasses and found herself facing the end of some sort of sci-fi weapon. 


Most people, finding themselves in such a scenario, would have taken several large steps 
backwards and raised their hands. Laura being Laura, she took several large steps forward and leaned in to 
examine the gun mote closely. 


“Who are youe” barked Sonja. 


“Laura Drake,” Laura replied, pulling a magnifying eyepiece from her pocket and scanning the 
weapon. “T like the design. Fusion-powered? Very retro. Have you seen my girlfriend?” 


Sonja sighed, then put the ray-gun away. 


“Pm guessing this was just another S.U.I.T., then, not an intentional breach.” she said, more to 
Cogg than to Laura. “Pity. I was hoping someone who actually knew something about this might turn up 
eventually.” 


Cogg shrugged, swivelling on his clockwork torso. 
“Well, three heads are better than two, mh?” 
“Better at what?” Laura asked, equal parts curious and suspicious. “What is this place?” 


Rather than answer immediately, Sonja walked back to the CRT screen, then tapped on the 
picture — a simple diagram of a spoked wheel, decorated with blinking red dots. As Laura looked on, one 
of the spokes vanished, then reappeared in a different place, seementing the larger wheel in a different 
way. A siren began to sound, and Sonja sighed again. 
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“Laura, was it? Do you know anything about multidimensional science?” 
“Oh, sure,’ Laura replied. “Plenty. What’s that screen measuring?” 

“The Multiverse, as far as we’ve been able to map it.” 

“Which probably isn’t very far at all?’ Cogg put in, “infinity being what it is.” 


“It’s good enough,” Sonja continued. “The point is — as far as we’ve been able to tell, the 
boundaries between some universes have been shifting, Worlds and people have been transferring and 
merging and dividing with absolutely no control.” 


“Huh. Fascinating.” Laura replied, stepping closer. “Why?” 
Cogg shrugged. 
“We haven’t a clue.” 


“T was a researcher in the Neptunian Star Patrol in the 99,977,666,679,987th Universe, 
specialising in multiversal science,’ Sonja went on. “And Professor Cogg here was a Victorian inventor, in 
the 36,682,486th Universe, which ran on entirely different multiversal rules. But we ended up together, 
here, and our systems were just compatible enough to get an idea of what was going on.” 


“All right then, let me think,” Laura said, rubbing her chin. “Hmm. You haven’t encountered 
anyone by the name of Jobu Tupaki, have you?” 


“No,” Sonja replied, rolling her eyes. “That was a movie.” 
“What’s a movier” Cogg asked. 
“Something they haven’t invented yet in your time.” 


“It may be a movie,” Laura said. “But if every conceivable reality exists in some form, that means 
there are some realities where she’s not fictional. Hell, there could be realities where the three of us are 
fictional. The possibilities are endless, when you think about it.” 


“Technically, yes,’ Sonja said. “Still, I think you’ve completely failed to grasp the mavity of the 
situation. If this continues, the Multiverse will be unrecognisable. All of us could cease to exist or be 
turned inside out. There will be complete chaos. Mass hysteria. Dogs and cats living together. Politicians 
caring about their people. Get the picture, Laura?” 


“T think so, although the scientist in me hastens to point out that technically the Multiverse is 
unkillable through natural or unnatural means, even if massive portions can be destroyed. Still don’t want 
that to happen. I just wish my girlfriend Jenny were here. She’d know what to do.” 


“Are you referring to Jenny Everywhere, by any chance?” 
“Yes! Do you know her?” 


“Only by reputation. She’s a bit of a legend in the world of multiversal research. I always hoped to 
meet her one day. Or at least, one version of het.” 


“You may just get your chance, if we can figure out what the hell is going on here.” 
y Just get y > Ss going 
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All of a sudden, the ship began to shake violently, and the passengers were tossed this way and that 
about the room as they struggled to keep their balance. A red light flashed on overhead, and a siren began 
blaring at a noise level that was rather uncomfortable. Laura began to feel rather queasy, what with all the 


shaking from side to side that was going on. 
“What’s happening?” she cried. 


Sonja and Cogg were stationed at the screen, furiously tapping at various buttons, and seemingly 
having a little private argument over something, “There’s been a collision!” cried Sonja. “Something’s 
crashed into the ship!” 


“Sonja,” Cogg said hesitantly. “If these readings are correct, the object that’s crashed into our ship 
appeats to be... our ship.” 


“Whate!” Sonja yelled. She looked at the scanner Cogg was pointing towards. “Damn, you're right! 
We’ve crashed into ourselves. Or rather, a different version of ourselves. Most likely from an adjacent 


universe.” 


“Now I get it,’ Laura said. “The Multiverse must be in trouble if stuff like this can happen. Jenny, 


where ate your We need you now!” 

At that moment, however, Jenny was having a very exciting swordfight with Lord Grallyx, that 
deadly, dastardly demon, in what she now knew to be the Dread Universe Roberts, and so couldn’t hear 
Laura. And no, you don’t get to see this swordfight. You need to stay here and follow Laura and how she 


will say ‘bugger’ in just a moment. 


“Bugger,” said Laura, just a moment later, “T’ll have to do it myself.” 


Above: As the eclipse reaches its apex, Lord Grallyx and Jenny Everywhere’s epic duel near the gates of Castle 
Armageddon becomes fiercer than ever. See text for further details. 


Hoisting up her lab coat, she went down and down, spiralling down through the deep, echoing 
bowels of the ship, which were rather rackety and went ‘clank, clank, clank’ as she moved about. After a 
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while, she found the breach, still smoking and rather hot. It smelt, unsurprisingly, like burnt metal, and 
that smell was rather strong. It was also horrible, a repellent, industrial smell which seemed a few 
molecular bonds away from precipitating into outright poison. Still, she’d smelled worse. She’d compounded 
worse in her own chemistry lab. 


Holding her nose, Laura advanced, rather like somebody who is in a house they believe to be 
haunted and hearing loud noises. The masses of molten metal where one ship had combined with the 
other were barely recognisable as machinery; she felt almost as if she were exploring some kind of cave 


system, or at least a passable imitation of one in some kind of theme park ride. 


At last she turned a corner, and found another human figure walking at her from the opposite 
direction. She raised her disintegrator pistol — 


— and its end collided with that of its exact twin, held out in a perfect mirror of her own reflexive 
stance by another Laura Drake. 


“Ah,” said the first Laura. 
“Ah,” said the second Laura. 
“I suppose I should have seen this coming,” they said together. 


It was, of course, not the first time Laura — either Laura — had met herself. That sort of thing 
came with the territory when you had Jenny Everywhere in your life. Still, this was different. The Lauras 
they had met before had been very different women. They had shared certain core traits: red hair, glasses, 
a love of purple, brains for days. But little more. They had been less like twins, and more like other 
versions of her archetype — adaptations, recasts. Different faces, different voices, different personalities. 
Different lives, in short. 


She had always known, intellectually, that in the grand scope of the Omniverse, she must have an 
arbitrary number of exact and near-exact duplicates, as must her’ Jenny; but somehow, they never seemed 
to meet them. It seemed whatever authorities saw to the ongoing development of multiversal reality had 
somehow put measures in place to discourage that sort of thing unless you were really, really trying. Not 
hard barriers — just nudges, asterisks to the laws of chance — and now they had broken down, just as the 
other two scientists had said. Or perhaps it was just weird statistical anomalies, where she never met a 
duplicate just because the dice had never rolled in her favour. Oh, now that she’d noticed it, Laura longed 


to study the phenomenon, find out how it was done — 


— but there would probably be time for that once the fabric of space-time was no longer actively 
unravelling, Keeping her eyes locked on her double as her mind raced through these implications, she saw 
telltale, minute changes in expression, telling her that the second Laura had just gone through exactly the 
same reasoning. They truly were the exact same woman. 


With a few, slight, contextual differences, of course. 


“Glad to know,” the first Laura said, eying the lavender towel wrapped around her duplicate’s body 
and doing a barely-serviceable job of preserving her modesty — not that there was much point under the 
circumstances — “that in every timeline, I always know where my towel is.” 


“Heh. Good one,” said the Laura with the towel. 
She lowered the disintegrating pistol; too late, the clothed Laura realised she’d still been pointing 


with hers, too, and matched her other self’s movements. 
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“So,” she said to avoid the awkwardness of the moment, “I’m guessing you’re me from a very 
slightly different timeline, yeah? Where either I don’t keep spare lab-clothes stashed around the place, or 


2”? 


“No, no,” her double interrupted, “I still do that. I just — forgot in the moment, I guess. Don’t 
really know how that happened. Just put the towel on my head, and —” 


“But it’s not on your head,” the first Laura noted, frowning as she pointed with the handle of the 
disintegrator. “You’re wearing it. And good thing too, if you have your own version of that Victorian 


character on your ship...” 


“I do, I do,” said the towelled Laura. “I really think we’ve had almost identical paths up till now. 
Weird robed guy, quest, bridge, separated, ship — yeahr” She saw her other self nodding, and went on, 
scratching the back of her head. “But the towel thing... You’re right, that 7s funny. I remember tying it on 
my head, but then I... didn’t have it anymore? And I just picked it up before I jumped through the portal. 
Only thing I thought to do in the heat of the moment — God, I wish Pd at least put on some shoes.” 


“You and me both, sister,” said the Laura with the lab-coat; a pair of sturdy boots were just about 
the only thing she’d been missing, Grab the experimental gun, leave the slippers — great thinking, Laura. You 
wouldn’t catch Jenny making that mistake. “But hang on, that can’t be right. You a/so grabbed the 
disintegrator gun. Like me!” 


The second Laura looked at the weapon in her hand as though she was only now noticing its 


existence. 


“Huh. I guess I did, didn’t IP Funny, I remember jumping in at once — but I also remember 
grabbing it... later? At the same timer” 


The first Laura gulped. “Uh-oh. I do as well. That can only mean one thing,” 
“Whatever this is,” the second Laura continued, “it’s not just making worlds crash into each other.” 


“It’s merging them,” the first Laura breathed out. “Would explain why there wasn’t a quest ready for 
us by the time we crossed the portal — the world we stepped into wasn’t exactly the one the guy in the 
ochre robes had stepped out of. Not anymore. There might be bits of the quest left, but all — muddled. 


And even that’s not certain.” 
“Oh, dear, I wonder what’s become of Jenny over there,” said the Laura with the towel. 


“Never mind that, what about ws?!” said the first Laura, and she looked at her less-clothed 
counterpart with newfound horror, taking a step back. “N-no offence, but maybe we shouldn’t stay so 
close together. Our ships crashing, it may not just be an accident. It may be —” 


“_ the start of something,” the other agreed, mirroring the first Laura’s recoil. 


Taking stock of their surroundings so they didn’t bump into a lump of molten machinery, the two 
Lauras realised that in warily circling each other as they talked, they’d switched position, so that the 


second Laura was in the process of backing away into the first ship, and the first Laura into the second. 


They exchanged vague, helpless looks — and then they turned, each bolting further into the 
*wrong’ ship, ready to update Sonja and Cogg on their discoveries. 


The ‘wrong’ Sonja and Cogg, perhaps. But it didn’t really matter, did it? 
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CHAPTER 4 


After defeating Lord Grallyx in a tremendous parrying of swords which had tested the outermost 
limits of Jenny’s strength, courage, mental fortitude and wit, she sat down again on the soggy grass. We 
told you that you don’t get to see this. Laura saying bugger’ was much more important. Besides, we didn’t 
have the budget. What do you mean, ’you are writing a novel and therefore don’t have budgetary 
constraints’? Yes we do. Don’t question us or we'll end the story now, and you wouldnt like that, would 


your Good. Now be quiet. 


Jenny, with nothing else to do, walked up to the door of the church and tried it — it was locked. 
Damn. She set off along the path to the lychgate, only to find that the darkness beyond was not just 
enveloping, but was actually just solid. Like a brick wall, only that it wasn’t made of bricks or even really a 
wall. So it wasn’t like a brick wall. She was stuck in this spooky old place, and the spooky old place was 
stuck with her. She tried shifting, but she went nowhere. All that happened was the noise of a car stalling. 


“Hm. Peculiar,” she commented. 

“Yee?” Peculiar replied. 

“Hellor!” Jenny ejaculated, having thought for all intents and purposes she was alone. 
“Didnt you address me?’ the voice continued. 

“No? Who ate your Where ate your” 

“Tin Peculiar. Im right here.” 

“T guess it’s peculiar you’re a disembodied voice...?” 

“No, no, Im Peculiar. That's my name.” 

“Oh.” Jenny said simply. 

“And I'm not disembodied. Im here.” 


“Where is here?” Jenny said, growing bored. She was quickly tiring of this conversation. But, after a 
moment, no reply came. And a minute later, no reply still. A minute turned into five, then ten. No reply. 


“How rude,” she said to nobody in particular. 


“Why hello!” came a distinctly southern American voice, like that of a sleazy used car salesman 
who was about to sell a single mother of seven the worst piece of shit imaginable for the /ow low low price 
of $850,000 — a mother who had just sold her left kidney to the very clearly crooked surgeon she had 
been dating out of desperation, who had been killed in a hit-and-run by the very same car salesman a 
week before. “I’m Nobody in Particular!” 


“Oh for fuck’s sake.” 


KK 
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Meanwhile, in a parallel universe... 


This 1s Bob. 
wv a 


XAVIER LLEWELLYN 


Above: Bob, a Pea-God of the Pea-Dimension. 


Bob was a pea. He did all sorts of pea-ish things, such as driving a pea-car, having a nine-to-pea 
job, and having a beautiful pea-husband. They had a pea-dog, and lived in a pea-home. They often 
enjoyed having pea-pees, but not at the same time. One day, the Pea-Pope came to pea-dinner, and spoke 
about peaolicism and Pea-Jesus. They were best friends with the Pea-Pope, as they once had saved him 
from being eaten by Pea-Zilla and the Peas of Destructive Destruction. They became pea-billionaires after 
publishing their New Pea-York Bestseller, Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea 
Pea Pea Pea Pea Pea, which sold fifty-pea-million copies. One day, Bob and his pea-husband and their 
pea-dog ascended the confines of their weak, physical pea-bodies, becoming immortal Pea-Gods in the 
Pea Dimension, travelling all of Pea-Creation, spreading the Word and Teachings of Pea. They became 
one with Fabric of Pea-Reality, understanding truly, “w/y, what it meant to be Pea. 


Pea. 

Pea pea pea. 
Pppppppppppppppppppppppececeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaasaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa. 
Pea. 


Pea pea. 
Pea pea pea ped. 
PEA. 


... pear 
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Pea! 
Thank you for coming to this Pea-Ted-Talk. 


Good-pea-bye! 


Jenny was still in the graveyard; she wasn’t sure how long she had spent there. She did make sure to 
be entirely silent, even in thought, so as to prevent the accidental summoning of another annoying 
disembodied voice that for some inexplicable reason shared their name with a common phrase or idiom. 


(Sit Common Phrase or Idiom sagely decided that it was best #of to say hello at this juncture.) 


After a short while, a dog appeared at Jenny’s feet, rubbing against her legs for attention. She leant 
forwards to stroke the dog softly. 


> 


“Awwww, who’s a good boy? You. Yes you. Yes you aaaaaarrre,” she said in a babyish voice. 


“Where did you, the handsomest boy, come from? Wheeerrree?” 


“I came from the Cheese Universe, ma’am,” the little scottie dog replied in a strong, theatrical 
voice. “I am Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate. And 
Bouncy-Castles. But mostly Fate. You can call me Dave, for short.” 


Jenny froze, her hand midstroke. Today was just getting weirder and weirder for her, and it was 
rather affecting her mental wellbeing, She didn’t speak. She couldn't. 


“Cat got your tonguer” Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of 
Pate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short, asked her politely. “No, seriously, has the cat got your 
tongue? My mortal enemy, Simon the Magical Sorcerer of Evilness and Dirt steals people’s tongues. He’s 
quite the nuisance, I tell you. I always have to retrieve the tongues he stole in exchange for expensive tins 
of gourmet salmon and truffle paté.” 


Jenny saw the dog look side to side for any sign of the cat. She shook her head ’no’ when he looked 
back at her, still at a loss for words. 


“Well, continuing on. I have noticed you’ve been trapped here for a while, and I cannot have that. 
Not with what is at stake right now.” 


“Which is?” Jenny finally found some words. 


“Tm not sure I’m best equipped to explain, you see. It’s an awful ruckus, a tremendous occurrence, 
a stupendous calamity. But I can get you out of here. This graveyard —” the dog gestured with his paw, 
“_ is the place where bad jokes go to die. My friend Pan tried to get you out of here, but he wasn’t the 
most... efficient, was he? Well, like I always say, ‘if you want something done, do it yourself’.” 


Jenny shrugged. 


“Well you could be more enthusiastic, miss. Considering Pve gone to the terrible effort of breaking 
through universal boundaries to free you from this macabre, sorrowful place. Now where would you like 


to gor” 
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“To my intelligent and beautiful girlfriend, Laura Drake!”” Jenny confirmed, with not even a 
, g 8 > y > 
second’s hesitation. “I was separated from her a while ago, and all I’ve wanted to do since was reunite 


with her. We were meant to be going on a quest together.” She paused. “I’m sorry if I was rude to you.” 


“Oh I forgive you miss,” the dog smiled. “I had a strong suspicion that’s what you were going to 


2”? 


say. 


Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, 
ot Dave for short, struck a match and lit a cuban cigar, placing it to his mouth and taking a slow inhale. 


“Let’s get started, shall we?” 


Meanwhile, back on the ship, the second Laura raced to the control room where Sonja and Cogg 


were waiting. 
“T think I know what’s going on here,” she said as soon as she arrived, panting for breath. 
“That’s great,’ Sonja said matter-of-factly. “But why are you wearing a towel all of a sudden?” 
Laura looked down at herself. “Oh right, this is the wrong ship, kind of. Well, it’s complicated.” 
“Please enlighten us, Ms Drake,” Cogg said. “We haven’t all day.” 


“Of course. You see, ’m from the ship that crashed into yours. It seems that universes are merging 


together, one by one.” 


“T see,’ Sonja said. “So that would explain your strange attire. And what’s that you’ve got in your 
hand?” 


“Oh, this? It’s a disintegration gun. The other Laura has one too.” 
Sonja’s glare hardened a fraction. “And where is she now?” 
“On the other ship, probably talking to the other you.” 


“Dear me, this is ever so confusing,” Cogg said, shaking his head. He looked at the scanner and 


gasped. 
“What is it now?” Sonja asked. 
“It appears that two more ships have just materialised.” 


“You're kidding!’ Laura exclaimed. She ran to the scanner to see for herself. As she did so, her 


towel seemingly decided that now was the best time to fall off. 
“Um, Laura —” Sonja muttered, indicating the towel on the floor. 


“Abh!” Laura screamed. She tried to cover herself with her arms, dropping the disintegration gun 


in the process. The drop to the floor caused the gun to go off and vaporise the towel. 
“Well, this is unexpected,” Sonja said. 


“Oh, my goodness!” Cogg said, promptly shielding his eyes. 
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The Victorian scientist’s embarrassment was only to be expected, but as for the Neptunian military 
woman, she was smiling, now; Laura couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying the sight, simply amused 
at her clumsiness, or both. Any one of those options would, however, have confirmed there was more to 
the woman than single-minded, nigh-mechanical crisis-response, which was probably a good thing; 
without being prejudiced, one never quite knew with cyborgs. 


As to her own predicament, Laura was only mortified for a moment. “Screw it!” she declared after 
fruitlessly casting a glance around the control room for something else to wear. “This is no time for 
modesty. A-and besides,” she added, admittedly as much to convince herself as anything, “I’m quite 
comfortable in my own skin, thank you. Who cares what anyone else thinks?” 


“A most enlightened attitude,” Sonja complimented. “Now then, let’s see if we can contact those 
other ships.” 


KK 


Professor Sonja Harrington awoke in her cot. Her head was ringing, and there was a nagging 
thought buried deep inside her mind, one which she couldn’t quite call to the forefront. 


In her addled state, it took her another several moments to realise that the ringing wasn’t in her 
head after all. She paused for a moment, fighting against the pain in her skull — then, with a sudden jolt, 
realised what exactly it was that ¢ha¢ realisation implied. 


The alarms were sounding, 


Her cybernetic vital monitors told her that her heart was pounding, but Doctor Harrington 
couldn’t hear a thing as she rushed down the cold metal corridor outside of her berth, straight towards 
the ever-louder sound of the sirens. She nearly collided with one of the students as she dashed around a 
corner, but kept steady, not glancing back until she reached the tube transport and turned to pull the 
capsule shut behind her. 


“Central control room!”’ she demanded to the voice-activated selection panel, taking a moment to 
feel glad that she’d slept in her uniform as the tube capsule began to shoot up towards the top deck. The 
archaeology students in her care would be safe in the armoured lower segments for a few minutes longer 
than they would anywhere else on the ship, but if the sirens weren’t sounding a false alarm and there really 
was an oncoming collision, she needed to activate the transport-drive before the rest of the emergency 


protocols took effect and sealed her in where she stood. 


After what felt like three hours but was probably more like thirty seconds, the capsule hissed open, 
and Harrington rushed out, activating one of her allotted adrenalin-release pods and feeling the blood 
rush through her veins as she slid through the gap between the rapidly-closing control room doors. She 
stood, caught her breath, then shouted: 


“Computer! Power up!” 


In the infuriatingly long gap between her command and the automated voice’s response, 
Harrington scanned the monitors, searching for any sign as to the identity of the oncoming object. 
Spotting nothing at first glance, she absent-mindedly began to prepare the laser turrets, ready to blast any 
approaching enemy ships out of the sky in the name of the United Military Legions of the Federated 
States of Altern Corporate Space. 


With a beep, the computer finally activated. 
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“Greetings! Name and intentions?” 
g 


“Lieutenant Sonja Harrington!” she called back. “Activate transport-drive! Pinpoint safe location 


1? 


within Altern Corporate Space and begin transport process immediately 
There was another series of beeps. 


“Request could not be processed. Please define: Altern Corporate Space. Please clarify: should I 
initiate return transport to the Neptunian Orbital University?” 


Harrington was hit with a sudden sense of shock that rooted her to the spot. What in hell had she 
been talking about? And... and what was the compuier talking about? She hadn’t heard of this University 
any more than she knew what Altern Corporate Space was. Had she? Hadn’t she? Or...? 


Sonja Harrington fell to the ground, clutching at her head, which felt as if it might burst. She tried 
to focus, but it was as if there were too many thoughts, too many memories, too many conflicting 


certainties about her current situation, overlapping and intersecting as they competed for space within her 
mind. She — she — 


She was Professor Sonja Harri Doctor Sonja Harringt She was Lieutenant Sonja Harrington of the 
United of the Neptunian of the Federated of the she was Engineer Sonja Harrington from the good ship 
the research ship from the military ship the ship she was Agent Sonja Harrington of the Consistency 
Imperium she was Executive Mapper Sonya Herringbone of the Cosmological Survey Corps she was 
Doctor Sonja Harrington on a research mission to find she was Commander Sonja Harrington facing 
down an encroaching battalion of Resurrectionists over the Cradle of the Lesser on the good ship 
Cydonia she was in Cydonia she remembered her days fighting in Cydonia on war-torn Mars no not 
Cydonia she was on Tharsis serving in the legions of the warlord Sonja Harrington Doctor Sonja 
Harrington of the Harris Sonnington she was who am I who am I who am I dear god what’s happening 
Lieutenant Sonja Harrington of the of the of the from the of the from the 
thethethethetheaaaaaaaaaaaagh!’ 


Sonja reeled back from the television screen, clutching her head. Laura and the Professor looked 
on with concern as she knelt down and retched. 


“Quite alright there?” asked Cogg awkwardly, as Harrington got to her feet, breathing heavily. 


“There’s too many of them.” she replied, a frantic look in her eye. “I thought we were safe out here 
in the Void, but — our multiversal duplicates are starting to fold in, and contacting the other ships is just 
exacerbating the phenomenon. ’m — [’m a//of them, and it’s only getting worse. Grukkin’ hell, can’t you 


‘feelit?” 


“Tm... beginning to,’ Cogg said. “Yes. Of course, my home world is — as I have come to find 
since leaving it — one of rampant rewrites and retcons as the serial dictates, not to mention the mess 
we’ve dealt with since falling into the public domain, so perhaps I’m shielded against the worst of...” 


Cogeg suddenly winced as if he’d been struck — only his clockwork lower-body preventing him 
from falling to his knees. 


“Ah. Abb. Never mind,’ he continued simply. “Oh, this is really quite...” 


Coge cut himself off with a strangled groan as Harrington dropped to her knees once more. In the 
corner, Laura was keeping very still, focusing very, very, very intently on the mental details that she was 
sure she’d come in with. It wasn’t working — no matter how she tried, everything was slipping out of 


25 


place, trading places with other memories and other aspects of other core identities. It was, on the whole, 


a very unpleasant experience. 


“How on Earth does Jenny dea/ with this?” she screamed, as the pain in her head continued to 
climb. 


Then she froze, and blinked. Several times. 


“Jenny!” she exclaimed. “This is how her mind works on a normal day! She might actually be 
relatively unaffected by this, mentally speaking, ...Though I shudder to think what kind of bizarre 
nonsense she’s dealing with as physical realities merge. Sonja, Professor! I know ‘finding my girlfriend’ 
wasn't on your list of zwmediate priorities, but I actually think she might be able to guide us through this!” 


“That’s... not a bad idea...” Sonja groaned, struggling to rise from the floor. “But it may already 


be too late for us.” 


She heaved a breath, then looked at the television monitor. 
1? 


“T think... our merger is finalising. The ships are joining even as we speak 
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“Do ye happen to Avow where your girlfriend is?” Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, 
the Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short, asked Jenny, “Because otherwise it 
might make finding her a little hard.” 


“Oh,” said Jenny, heart sinking, “I, uhm, I was rather hoping you would, actually.” 


“T’m afraid I don’t,” said Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of 
Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short, “But you know who might?” 


“Whor” asked Jenny. 


“My friend Pan!” said Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate 


and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short. 
“Great,” said Jenny, “Just bloomin’ marvellous.” 
The Wizard cast a spell and they were free of the land of the dead. (Or bad jokes, to be precise.) 


The Interdimensional Black Market was busy and full of raucous-looking types, bustling and yelling 
and hageling and occasionally breaking out into fights. Jenny and Carlgopolynious the 
Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short, strode 
through the throng with an experienced air. Jenny had visited the place many-a-time, and Carlgopolynious 
the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short — 
well, she didn’t like to ask. Smells filled the air, some aromatic, some strong and unpleasant, and others 
quite horrible. 


“See any furniture stalls?” asked Jenny. 


“There’s one!” cried Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate 
and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short, and they made their way over. 
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“Hello,” said Jenny to the stall-holder, who was wearing glasses attached to a fake nose, and a 
comically large, glued-on moustache. The stall-holder jumped upon seeing her. 


“H-h-h-hello, m-m-m-miss,” he stammered, nervously. “H-h-h-how c-c-can I h-h-help y-your” 


“I don’t suppose,” said Jenny, and tried to look beyond the man, but he moved so she couldn’t see, 


“You have such a thing as a door about your” 


“A d-d-d-door?” replied the stall-holder, “Y-y-yes, I should th-th-think so. W-w-what s-sort of 
d-door would you L-like?” 


“Well,” said Jenny, “It’s about, uh, so high, and invisible, but only sometimes, and, it, umm — 
Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, ot 


Dave for short, can you help me out here please?” 


“Oh, yes, sorry,” said Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate 
and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short. “Umm... He’s called Pan, and he’s a sort of god, you know. 
Rather forgetful.” 


The man behind the stall visibly relaxed. “Oh, yes,” he said, “we’ve got “hat door. Bit of a nuisance. 
Wouldn’t mind you getting him off our hands, really.” 


“Go on, then,” sighed Jenny, “hand him over.” 


“Well, you see,” said the stall holder, whistling through his teeth, “it’s bad for business, giving 
things away for nothing, you see. Makes the prices go down and all. And we wouldn’t want that, now, 


would we?” 


“Couldn’t you make an exception just this once?” said Jenny, who didn’t particularly want to pay for 
the door. 


So the two individuals began haggling over the door. Jenny was rather good at haggling, and the 
stall-holder was not, particularly, as Jenny had had rather a lot of practice, and the stall-holder was new on 
the job. It wasn’t long — well, it was long, but it wasn’t too long — before Jenny had managed to reduce 
the price of the Great God Pan to two pennies and a half-eaten Mars bar. 


“That’s my final offer!’ cried the stall-holder, rather annoyed, “Pm not h-h-hageling any more!” 


“Alright, then,’ said Jenny, and begrudgingly handed over tuppence and the chocolate. The 
stall-holder gave Jenny the Great God Pan, who just so happened to be invisible, and Jenny gave the 
Great God Pan to Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and 


Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short. 


“Oil Why’re you giving him to me?” asked Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the 
Magical Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short. 


“Well, he’s your friend,” said Jenny. 


“Fair enough, I suppose,” grumbled Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical 
Wizard of Fate and Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short.“Let’s go somewhere a bit quieter, I’m getting a 
headache.” 
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“Good idea,” said Jenny, and so she shifted them all to a nice spot in the Second Universe that had 
rather stunning views, although it was not much quieter, what with all the raving and ranting being done 


by various eldritch monstrosities and demons and such. 


“T said!” yelled Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and 
Bouncy-Castles, or Dave for short. “Somewhere a bit quieter!” 


“Oops,” said Jenny, and shifted them to a rather nicer spot in the 567,088,655,234th Universe, 
without anybody but them. 


“Oh, hello,’ said the Great God Pan, “You seem familiar... Didn’t we sleep together, once?” 


“Oh yeah,” said Jenny, “so we did. Pd forgotten about that. You were a bit rubbish — not enough 


action. Anyhow, I was a different person back then.” 


“So was I,” said the Great God Pan, wistfully. “Young, and handsome, and — actually, I can’t 


remember anything more than — what do you mean “a bit rubbish’?” 
“IT meant “erally a different person,” said Jenny. “And you were. A bit rubbish.” 
“A bit rubbish at what” asked the Great God Pan. 
“Sex,” said Jenny. 
“What about it?” said the Great God Pan. 
“You were a bit rubbish at it,” sighed Jenny. 
“Yes, I suppose I would be, being a door,” said the Great God Pan. 
“No, you weren’t a door back then — oh, never mind,” said Jenny. 


“If you say so,” said the door. “I’m so very old. Older than the stars, and planets. My world burnt 
up, my people ravaged by time, my cosmos lost to the winds, everything forgotten but me, the old door, 
just sitting alone, with nobody left, until even my memories deserted me. So much time, and what have I 
done? How do I know what ve done? I don’t even know who I am, or, or — who am I? Who are your 


Don’t I know you from somewhere?” 


Jenny sighed very deeply. “Oh, péease try to get a grip before this all falls apart. Let’s run through 
this again. You’re the Great God Pan, merged with a talking door. Or transformed into one, I don’t know. 
My name is Jenny Everywhere, and versions of you and I met before in a completely different dimension, 
but that’s probably not important. I was sent to this world for an epic quest, which probably involved you, 
you know, actual Great-God-mode, and might have involved Grallyx, but he didn’t remember any such 
thing when I fought him — the point is, something’s going o# with the fabric of reality, something that’s 
giving me a taging headache and is giving you, apparently, memory problems. What I want to know is, 
what was the quest?” 


“Mh? The quest? What quest?” The door hummed. “You never mentioned a quest...” 
Jenny began to make a noise of extreme distress. 


“unless, of course,” said the Great God Pan, “you mean the quest to stop this quadrant of the 


Omniverse from collapsing in on itself before we’re all averaged out into featureless grey sludge?” 
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“Yes! Yes! That one!” Jenny practically shrieked; if the Great God Pan had not been in the form of 
a door, she might well have throttled him. “Te// me everything.” 


The door stayed silent for a considerable length of time — then spoke. 
“Very unusual weather for the time of year,” it said. 

“Pan!” Jenny hissed. “You were going to tell me everything!” 

“.,. Everything about what?” 


“Agh!” Jenny grunted. “Enough of this! Maybe Laura will know what to make of you. It’s about 
time I met up with her.” 


Reaching forward to the seemingly empty space which she knew to be occupied by the invisible 
door, she pressed her palm against the warm, invisible wood. In the same smooth motion, she hooked her 
other hand around the tail of Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of 
Fate and Bouncy-Castles — or Dave, for short — and then, concentrating on the thought of Laura, let 
the indescribable feeling of a wave of shifter energy burst forth from her core and wrap itself around all 
three of them. 


By the time the pain hit her, it was too late to cancel the shift. 
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CHAPTER 5 


“Youth! Okay, sound off. Everyone made the jump?” 


Jenny spoke up before she even looked at her surroundings. Every inch of her body ached, it was 
as though every single one of her cells had individually torn a muscle. This had been a bad, bad shift. 
Trying to fly blind without coordinates, with just a single person as a target or anchor, was always a dicey 
proposal, but this was something else. Her hunch had been right — something was serious/y amiss with 
omniversal reality around these parts. Every aspect of her existence as a Shifter was reacting against the 


wrongness that had warped those ineffable points of space-time between here-and-now and now-and-here. 


Suddenly hit with that wrongness on full blast as she departed from the 567,088,655,234th 
Universe, it had been all she could do to arrive in one piece; she could only hope that her companions had 
managed to hang on. 


> 


“Pm here,” said a mild, male voice with a slight goat-like quality, which seemed to be coming 
from an empty patch of floor. “Although I must say Pm a little unclear on where ‘here’ is, or, for that 


matter, who ‘T am.” 
“Pan! You made it,” Jenny slurred. “That’s... thassgood.” 


Staring at the empty patch of floor where the invisible living door was lying, she realised she was 
seeing it from a little closer than she was used to. It was metallic imitation-stone, and could have done 
with a bit of cleaning, She realised she was lying on her side, with her scarf partially unspooled. Rolling 
over, she pulled herself up into a standing position as best she could, and fought a brief but decisive battle 
to stuff her scarf back inside her hoodie. As far as eccentric fashion statements went, Laura had often 


observed that wearing them that way around zear/y had the goggles beat, but she remained undeterred. 


She looked around. The room was lit with oil lamps affixed to the imitation-stone walls, but 
high-tech screens and equipment covered most of their surface — and she could feel the slight lurch of a 
faulty gravity system beneath her feet. Spaceship, then. Or Void Ship, if she was lucky. Okay. No one in 
sight, but that wasn’t immediately concerning as far as reaching her destination went; with such a blind 
shift, Laura might well be in the next room, or the one next to that. 


Except — wasn’t there someone else she was meant to have with her? 
Ah. Right. 


“Carlgopolynious the Seven-Hundred-And-Ninth, the Magical Wizard of Fate and 
Bouncy-Castles?” she called out. The name was beginning to grate on her, but she did hope nothing had 
happened to the old boy — he was a cute dog. 


“T don’t know anyone called Carlgopolynious,” said a talking scottie, emerging from behind one 
of the sleek, yet retro computer banks dotted around the room. “But I aw something of a Magical Wizard, 
and I suspect you may be looking for me. You can call me Dave.” 


Jenny blinked, rubbing the dog between the ears as he trotted closer to her. “...Just Dave? Not 
Dave-for-short or anything else?” 


“No,” said Dave. “Just Dave.” 
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“...Ah. Well. Whoops,” Jenny said. “That as a bad shift. Still, could have been worse. We got 
here in one piece physically, even if we seem to have shed a bit of biodata... At least J remember my own 


name. Sorry again, boy.” 
“T don’t think I do,” the Great God Pan observed. 


“That’s as may be, old chap,” said Dave, “but I don’t believe that to be particularly connected to 
the current situation. As for me, Miss Everywhere, truly it’s no trouble. Just think how much I’ll save 
whenever I place classified ads in papers that charge by the letter!” 


Jenny remained slightly stricken at her apparent shift-clumsiness, suspecting that the talking dog 
was only trying to spare her feelings — but then noticed his tail was genuinely wagging, and snorted in 
relieved amusement. Apparently, she really bad done the Wizard a favour. 


“T say, madame” said a voice. 


It, too, was male and British, but there the resemblance to Dave ended, and Jenny knew at once 
that another person had arrived; turning around, she found that they had done so not by materialising out 
of the higher dimensions of space-time, but simply by coming in through the door. The man wore a top 
hat and looked, overall, like the very model of a Victorian inventor. She could have sworn his shadow was 


made out of engraving cross-hatch. 


> 


“T do apologise,” said the newcomer, tipping his hat at them; he moved with a slight jankiness, 
and Jenny belatedly realised that under his pea-coat, at least a solid three-quarters of the man’s body 
appeared to be made of clockwork parts. “Where are my manners? Professor Halibut Cogg, inventor 
extraordinaire, at your service. Only, I couldn’t help but overhear. Did you say you materialised here, on 


purpose?” 
“Er, yeah,” Jenny confirmed. She gave him a friendly wave. “Jenny Everywhere, Shifter, at yours.” 


“Everywhere! Stupendous!” said the clockwork inventor; in his excitement, every joint in his 
body briefly extended like a rubber-hose animated character’s, making him momentarily double in height, 
top hat inches away from flattening itself against the ceiling. “Absolutely smashing news. I say, Sonja! 
Sonja!’ he called out. “We have someone here who’s not a S.U.1.T.!” 

Jenny was about to explain that she was, indeed, not wearing a suit, and introduce the Victorian 
adventurer to the concepts and vocabulary of modern casual wear, when a clatter of footsteps echoed 
down the ship’s corridor, their source made apparent when two women appeared in the doorway, on 
either side of the Professor. Jenny barely noticed the appearance of the first one once her brain got over 


the incongruous nudity of the second, and recognised her face. 


“Laura!” she cried out victoriously, and rushed over to pull her into a long-awaited hug; so 
enthusiastic was she that she picked the thinner woman off the floor altogether and twitled her around a 
full 360 degrees before putting her down again. “You're alright! You’re okay, you’re okay, you’re okay!” 


“Well, I wil/ be,” the redhead rasped, “just as soon as you stop choking me out. Grlp.” 


“Sorry, sorry,” said Jenny, releasing her embrace and taking the opportunity to gesture at the little 
dog who was happily padding in their direction from the centre of the surveillance room. “Oh, meet 
Dave. He’s a Wizard, and I accidentally deleted his name, but he doesn’t seem to mind. Also, that’s the 
Great God Pan over here! Technically an ex, but you don’t have to worry about him, ‘cause he’s rubbish.” 
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“Rubbish at what?” asked the disembodied voice of the Great God Pan, helpfully saving her the 
trouble of explaining why she was pointing at thin air. 
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Above: Sonja Harrington and Halibut Cogs. 


“Shush, we’re not doing that again,” said Jenny. “And I see you made some friends too?” 


“Yes!” Laura nodded excitedly. “Sonja and Cogg here are scientists. They actually built this ship 


“T am now,” Jenny said with great relief, leaning against the faux-stone wall. In doing so, she 


apologetic look at the two scientists. “Right. Sorry.” 


specifically because of the ongoing multiversal... thingamabob. Thingamabob is a technical term. ’m not 
going to go so far as to say we have everything under control, but it’s a start. Are you alright?” 


accidentally pressed a button, causing one of the many screens to wink out. She gulped, and flashed an 


“No worries,” said Sonja. “That one didn’t do anything important.” 


“Oh. Oh good, I was afraid Id just triggered another... can I call them scene-transitions? You’re 


“You'd be surprised,” Sonja said with a kind of rueful emphasis Jenny didn’t care to interrogate. 


not the kinds of guys to get freaked out at a bit of fourth-wall awareness, are your” 


“Man,” Jenny sighed to Laura, “you know what I really do with right now?” 


“Whatr” 


“A nice, ice-cold can of G—” 
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Laura interrupted her before she could finish her word. “Stop!” 
“Stop what?” Jenny was bemused. “All I wanted to say is that I want some G —” 
“STOP!” Laura cut her off again. Jenny laughed, a mixture of confusion and frustration. 


“T’m not just telling you to stop, Jenny, ’m telling you to S.T'O.P; it’s an acronym for "Don’t Do 
Anything That Will Cause The Tardis Wiki’ To Cover Us’.” 


Jenny took a moment to scan Laura’s expression. She was deathly serious. She took another 
moment to realise that the initials of 7Don’t Do Anything That Will Cause The Tardis Wiki To Cover Us’ 
didn’t stand for ’S.T.0.P’ but ?D.DA.-T.W.C:TTI.WT.C.U?. 


“The initials of "Don’t Do Anything That Will Cause The Tardis Wiki To Cover Us’ don’t stand for 
’S.T.O.P’, they stand for 7D.D.A.T.WC.T-T.W.T.C.UY.” 


“T know, it’s a case of ’A.W.E.S.O.M.E.’: Initials Don’t Have To Correspond To Their Acronym’.” 
“But neither does that!” Jenny frowned. 


“And?” Laura shrugged. Jenny was at a loss for words. She took a third moment — in the process 
causing the Moment Keeper™ to swear Eternal Revenge™ on Jenny for stealing his Rightful Property™ 


— to ponder why she couldn’t mention G — 
“IT know what you’re thinking, and don?” 
“Why?!” 


“Because, for some reason, coverage on that damn website causes weird multiversal degradation 
and we seriously don’t need any mote of ¢ha¢. I can’t explain why — heaven knows Pve tried — but it just 
does.” 


“But why does G —” Jenny paused to correct herself, “that... drink cause that?” 


“Some nerd owns its copyright in many universes which also includes the Tardis Wiki, and through 
the Wiki’s inclusion policies they’d be forced to cover the whole story.” 


“Doesn't that hamper their artistic freedom?” 
“Probably.” 


“Ahm — Ms Drake, Ms Jenny —” Professor Cogg interrupted, “I really do try to keep an open 
mind about this whole meta-awareness business, but we do have a multiversal crisis on our hands. Perhaps 


it’s time to wrap up this particular digression? Things could get worse at any moment.” 
“My guy,” said a voice which sounded eerily like Laura’s, “you don’t know the half of it.” 


The voice sounded eerily like Laura’s, but it wasn’t, Jenny knew. It couldn’t be. Laura was right there, 
next to her and incongruously undressed; she hadn’t opened her mouth. 


Stepping past her Laura and Cogg, Jenny stepped into the corridor, from which the interruption 
had rung out. 


There stood a Laura Drake who was almost completely dressed in her standard lab-clothes, only 
missing a pair of shoes — and holding a disintegrator pistol in her hand. For a moment, Jenny thought 
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she understood the situation — for that attire matched the Laura she’d lost track of on the bridge, and 
she quite reasonably deduced that she must quite simply have landed on slightly the wrong frequency of 
reality when she tried to home in on Laura — but then she looked over this other Laura’s shoulder, and 
saw the crowd filling out the corridor. 


There were dozens of women here — all of them Laura Drakes. There were clothed Lauras and 
naked Lauras, wet Lauras and dry Lauras; more than a few seemed to have nothing else on than their 
lab-coat, while others had the full outfit she’d seen her version pull on when they'd left the apartment. 
Most had facial features matching er Laura, but the further to the back of the corridor she looked, the 
more exceptions she could spot, like a gradient of alter-universal variations, stretching out to infinity — or 
at least as far as the ship corridor went on, which seemed to be a fair distance indeed. 


“You know,” Jenny said in a small voice, “P’ve had dreams about things like this.” 
“Oh you had to say it,” the closest Laura groaned. 


“I... I too had dreams of this!” another Laura in the crowd unhelpfully chimed in. There were 
murmurs of agreement from a few others. The closest Laura groaned again, a bit more audibly to make a 
point, and the other Lauras quietened, casting their gaze down at their feet bashfully. 


“Tm a gente protagonist,’ Jenny defended herself while ignoring the other Lauras, “I can’t see a 
bunch of clones of my girlfriend and of say it. Besides, it’s true. But you’re right, this is probably bad. 
Ships crashing into each other, right?” 


“Yes,” Sonja said; she sounded light-headed. “We — we think the phenomenon is trying to get 
similar universes to merge, until they all average out into chaotic meaninglessness. But apparently the 
process doesn’t work properly in the Void, with dimensional travellers.” 


“Of course not,” Jenny scoffed. “Any Shifter or Void Ship worth its salt has got protections against 
doppelganger-agelutination. This technology is probably so commonplace in your time that you don’t 
even notice it’s there, but Top-Hat Man here probably knows what I’m talking about.” 


The clockwork inventor nodded. 


> 


“Well that’s all very nice,’ said the naked Laura, “but we’re still in the middle of an infinite 


interdimensional pile-up. And if we aren? all going to merge into one another, if more versions of this ship 


just keep crashing into one another without merging...” 


“.,.then sooner or later,’ the front Laura with the lab-clothes continued, “as soon as the anti-grav 
systems get overloaded, the whole mess is going to collapse into a black hole with all of us inside.” 


“Scientifically fascinating,’ a third Laura piped up — she looked almost identical to the one with 
the lab-clothes, except she had her towel on her head instead of tied around her waist — “but a nasty way 


to go.” 
Jenny looked at Dave and the spot where, if she wasn’t wrong, the Great God Pan still lay. 
“...Any ideas?” 


“Everyone can form a conga line and do the Macarena?” suggested a Laura with comically large 
eyes who, to Jenny, looked suspiciously like a cartoon. 
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“No, I don’t think that'll help,’ Jenny dismissed the cartoon’s proposal. She probed on: “Any 


reasonable suggestions, anyone?” 


“Awwwwwwwwwwwwww, but I-I was looking f-forward to t-t-that,” the Laura teared up. Her eyes 


widened, now so impossibly large they transcended the boundaries of her outline. 


“WE COULD OO THAT LATER.” a retro-futuristic Laura beep-booped in, “IF WE ALL 
SURVIVE THIS FREGDICGAMENT, THAT IS.” 


She was, technically, L4UR4 DR4K3 of the 2,258,285,173,972,201,931,996,783,324,608,967th 
Universe, for those who want to keep track. But before you ask, vo, we’re not going to distinguish all the 
Lauras. We’d be here all day. How many times do we need to tell you to be quief? 


Jenny shrugged. “Please don’t leave me hanging here guys, you are meant to be scientists|” 


And so, Jenny’s Laura, her near-but-slightly-less-dressed duplicate and L4UR4 began bouncing 
ideas off one another, encouraging other Lauras to contribute invaluable ideas themselves. Before long, 
they had devised the most brilliant, the most genius, perhaps even the most cvnning plan. What that plan is, 
we don’t know yet but we didn’t want to leave you hanging. Unless you want a story about how Miss 
Elspeth of Surrey once hung her laundry on her washing line on the 3rd of July, 1952? 


No? 


Oh that’s a pity. 
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CHAPTER 6 


On the bridge of a neighbouring ship cruising through the Void Between Worlds, Executive 
Mapper Sonya Herringbone of the Cosmological Survey Corps slumped back in her pilot chair. She was 
tired; so “red. It had only been six days since the damn organisation had been formed, and not only had 
the incarnation of Jenny Everywhere they had managed to convince to blind-shift into universes for their 
reseatch been left so traumatised by her encounter with the tentatively-named Entity-001 that she’d 
subsequently quit — but the Corps’ fifteen state-of-the-art Hyper Quantum Computers had begun 
lagging like a LeapFrog My Own Leaptop Musical & Educational Toy Laptop loaded with a 
eighty-yottabyte zip-bomb containing Sonic the Hedgehog ‘fan-art’. 


And to top it all off, the Jump-Ship she commanded had been dragged kicking and screaming from 
what she had proudly named, on the first day of operations, ‘Universe One’ (to anyone who wasn’t a 
native of that universe, it was really named the 
681,136,359,299,610,987,016,506,390,374,394,434,191,941,696,219,776,659,882,281,463,223,129,528,194, 
871,257,772,351,648,105,340,775,178,046,179,922,433,591,207,328,331,245,503,192,034,995,299,293,204, 
146,049,923,499,418,735,478,066,610,366,535,415,055,766,760,293,607,480,857,517th Universe, but let’s 
not tell her that, as it would crush her) into this surprisingly well-populated multiversal No Man’s Land. 


She was getting so close to shutting this endeavour down. In terms of universes, they had 
catalogued a fair few, but her science officers had informed her that comparatively, to the raw size of the 
universe, they may as well hadn’t even begun. When she had pitched the C.S.C. to the Galactic Council, 
they had foolishly believed they wouldn’t surpass even a million universes. By the third day, they had 
reached two quintillion entries. She had assumed the Multiverse was finite. 


It was not. 
She had the paperwork on her control pad. All they needed was a signature. 
The pen was in her hand. 


But she was not yet defeated. She wanted something positive to come from everyone’s efforts, even 
if they couldn’t complete the task they had set out to do. 
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Meanwhile, Jenny Nowhere was relaxing in a jacuzzi, sipping her favourite cocktail, the 
Pan-Galactic Gargle Blaster. She could feel the changes to the multiverse happening all around her but at 
this moment, she could not possibly care less. 


This is one they wont be able to blame on me, she thought. Nope. I have absolutely nothing to do with it. And its 
had no effect on me whatsoever. So far, at least. I just hope whoever’ behind it knows what the hell they're doing or else itil 
come back to bite them in the ass. 


“Reiuytehritu h mw,” one Jenny sung, in a universe whose name we can’t comprehend, “ehtiuert 
tuieyrbtu tyiubenrtu tehurvht tur wn thrn tre tre tre tre tre!” 


The broad translation of this was ’oh god we are all going to die’. The cephalopod Jenny watched her 
universe collide into another, forcing copies of everything to co-exist in the same location. The effects of 
this process on organic matter is something best left unsaid. 
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2 KK 


As the many Lauras finished their grand plan, none of them, nor anybody else present, was 
expecting a rogue element to arrive. Well, many of them had expected something unexpected, which some 
of them felt negated their lack of expectation of the event, but that’s beside the point. 


Suddenly, in a bright flash of light, Jenny Everywhere arrived. That is to say, another one, who also 
happened to be wearing a hoodie. 


“Hello, bozos!” she declared, shortly before realising her surroundings were not as she expected. 


“...Hold on, where the hell am I? I was just trying to shift into the universe of my good friend —” 
and at this she posed, having found herself unable to finish the sentence. “...Right, well, it seems that 
Interdimensional Copyright Law prevents me from saying his name, but the point is, it was his universe, 
specifically just outside or within his home, that I was trying to reach. And, quite noticeably, that isn’t 


here.” 
After a moment of silence, the Jenny-who-was-already-there made a deeply profound statement: 
“That’s another version of me.” 
She soon followed it by noting: 


“Although you don’t seem too similar to me — well, aside from the hoodie — very nice fashion 
choice by the way... Oh, of course, you just shifted here, you could be wholly unrelated to this whole 
thing!” 

After another brief moment of silence, another bright flash of light startled Jenny, Jenny, and the 


Lauras, and another Jenny wearing a hoodie arrived. 


> 


“Hey guys, it’s me, Jenny E...” she began, before noticing her surroundings were not as she 


expected. “... Hang on a second, this isn’t —” But she couldn’t finish the sentence. 


“...Alright, it seems that Interuniversal Copyright Law prevents me from saying the street’s name, 
but the point is I was trying to land in an old friend’s universe, his name was — well, it seems I can’t say 
that, either. Actually, ’m not entirely sure I’d call him a friend, I only stayed a short while before he kicked 


me out.” 


“Right, stop stop stop stop stop!” cried a rather militaristic-looking Laura who, despite clearly 
being a woman as per usual, sported a moustache. “Stop the book! This is all getting rather silly!” 


“What,” said the first Jenny, “and all the other things weren't?” 


Military-Laura made a spluttering sort of a noise, rather like the noise where somebody makes you 
laugh while you’re drinking water, and it splashes everywhere, and this prose is getting rather juvenile, isn’t 


it, let’s move on. 


“What about mer” asked the Great God Pan, who was still an invisible door, as he hadn’t been 


arsed to change into anything else. 
“What about your” asked everyone else. 


“Do you know?” said the Great God Pan. “I’ve forgotten.” 
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“IF WE GOULD EXPLAIN OUR FLAW BEFORE WE FORGET IT,” L4UR4 
interected, “THAT WOULD BE JUST DANDY.” 


It almost seemed as though the Multiverse, or some malevolent form within it, was listening to 
everything that was being said within the observation room, and had decided to throw another obstacle at 
them. Quite out of nowhere, and just as the original Jenny was about to invite the Lauras to speak up, an 
upright outline of a rectangle, in glowing red energy, appeared in front of her, and the area of reality inside 
the rectangle shifted, as if it were merely painted on a door which had just then swung open. 
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Above: the captain barks his authority. Scary stuff, eb? 


“THIS IS THE L.C.0., OPEN UP!” 


A squad of heavily armed, black-ops-looking soldiers burst through the reality-door, guns primed; 
the soldiers did not look remotely happy. One of the soldiers barked an order. 


“EVERYONE GET DOWN ON THE FUCKING GROUND RIGHT NOW.” 


There was a tremendous shuffling from the hundreds of Lauras, the three Jennies, Dave, Pan, and 
Sonja and Cogg who all laid on the cold metal floor. Well, Pan more just fell on the floor, crushing one of 


the smaller Lauras, but that’s not here or there. 
“Alright alright, calm it Kermit!” Jenny screamed. “What do you want!” 


“WE HAVE DETECTED SEVERE BREACHES OF INTERUNIVERSAL COPYRIGHT 
LAW! EVERYONE MUST COMPLY WITH OUR SANCTIONS OR YOU WILL BE 
EXTRADITED!’ 


Jenny locked eyes with her proper Laura, in such a fashion as to tell her that she had it under 


control. Before she could say anything, however, the military-Laura rose. 


“SIR,” she snapped at the soldier who had just moments ago been the one barking at them, who 
Jenny now guessed was the captain, “PLEASE USE YOUR INDOOR VOICE!”. 


“WE HAVE A HOSTILE! BOYS, CUFF HER!” 
“GET YOUR PAWS OFF ME, VERMIN!” 


Even armed as she was with the mightiest flaming-red moustache Jenny had ever seen on a 
woman, the military Laura’s resistance was to no avail; the soldiers outnumbered her. They bound her 
arms and forced her to her knees. 


“AS YOU HAVE TAKEN ACTION AGAINST OUR UNWAVERING AUTHORITY, YOU 
WILL BE EXTRADITED. IF YOU ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE YOU WILL BE SHOT. DO YOU 
UNDERSTAND?” 


“Yes!” she spat, angrily compliant; blood was trickling from her lip, not because they had landed 
any punches on her, but because she had accidentally bitten it in the scuffle with the goons. 


“NOW, TO BUSINESS. WE HAVE DETECTED UNLAWFUL THINKING OF SEVERAL 
PROTECTED CONCEPTS, AND THUS WE MUST ARREST —’ the captain glanced at a electronic 
tablet he had holstered on his belt, “JENNY EVERYWHERE, JENNY EVERYWHERE AND JENNY 
EVERYWHERE!” 


“No!” Jenny cried. 


The other one didn’t say anything. She was too busy tapping away on a device, writing something 
with haste. 


“Awesome-socks fantabulous!” the third smiled, ignorant of the schmavity of the situation. 
The soldiers went to cuff the trio, but Jenny wasn’t having it. 


“T demand you tell us our crimes!” 
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“OH ALL RIGHT, THAT SEEMS LIKE A REASONABLE REQUEST!” the captain barked — 


or, perhaps, sazd, in what passed for an indoor voice in his mind. 


It was beginning to dawn on his audience that the Military-Laura’s sacrifice might have been in 
vain, for it seemed entirely plausible that the I-C.O. goons would still have talked like this if they’d been 
engaged in a dainty tea party with the Duchess of Cantonshire. 


Addressing the first Jenny, he began: “YOU ATTEMPTED TO MENTION A COPYRIGHTED 
FIZZY DRINK, WHICH IS OBVIOUSLY ILLEGAL.” 


Then he addressed the two new Jennies. 


“AND YOU TWO ATTEMPTED TO MENTION A COPYRIGHTED INDIVIDUAL AND 
THEIR HOME. ILLEGAL AGAIN” 


The captain paused, as if to let the severity of the offence sink in. 


“NOW, AS MISS LAURA HERE DID STOP YOU, JENNY, BY CITING S.T.‘0.P,, YOUR 
PUNISHMENT WILL BE LESS SEVERE: YOU,” he said, addressing the first Jenny, “WILL BE 
TAKEN TO THE STONE MINES OF HELLUS SIX-SIX-SIX, WHERE YOU WILL BE MADE TO 
DO HARD LABOUR FOR FORTY-FIVE YEARS. AS FOR YOU TWO,” he went on, turning to the 
duo of new Jennies once more, “YOU WILL BE ERASED FROM EXISTENCE.” 


“Awesome-sock fan —” the third Jenny went to repeat herself, but the second elbowed her in the 
stomach before she could finish her sentence, and then continued typing away on her phone. (Or 


whatever similar device she was using.) The captain then turned to Military-Laura. 


“FINALLY, YOU WILL BE FORCED TO READ 50 SHADES OF GREY FAN-FICTION 
FOR FIVE YEARS.” 


At this, Military-Laura’s stony exterior entirely broke down and she started sobbing veritable 
oceans of tears. She was already a broken woman when the captain added that her moustache would be 
shaved off, by force if necessary — which drew a further anguished wail from her. 


It wasn’t quite as heart-wrenching as if she had seen her own Laura in such a state, but all the same 


— Jenny Everywhere wasn’t going to be having any of this. 


“Now, look here, donkey-face!” Jenny steeled herself, tensing for an argument. “You do not have 
the authority, or the right, to burst in here, especially not now, given everything that is going around here! 
And besides, I know the law, you dipstick!” 


The captain gulped. 


Those poor souls who are dimly aware of the I.C.O., or "Interdimensional Copyright Office’, and 
live in fear of its wrathful judgements and wantonly excessive penalties, often assume that its activities are 
aligned to some objective, neutral benchmark, even if it is not wholly clear to them how such a 
perspective might exist outwith the whole of the infinite Multiverse; or indeed, how expiration dates 
might be handled by a space-time-hopping force. They do not know the answer to this conundrum, but, 
in the manner of theoretical mathematicians, they presume it must exist. This is incorrect; it is thoroughly, 
inescapably wrong-headed. It is recorded in the third scroll of the Book of Common Misconceptions, compiled 
in the Third Age of Adesseus by the Epistemological Mystics of Vang-Marr, as the Eighth Great Error. It 


is, in short, false. 
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The ¢ruth about the I-C.O. was that they usually used fear tactics. In truth, the concept of copyright 
law being inter-universal did not, could not, and never had made any real sense. Each universe where the 
concept of copyright existed had its own copyright holders. Many universes had things in the public 
domain that were copyrighted in others, or in others they were real and thus were not copyrightable in the 
same way. Any idiot could have worked this out, if they’d been allowed the time and peace of mind to 
think it through. But the I.C.O. made a point of obfuscating those simple facts and attacking unsuspecting 
people with violent tactics; even if you were lucky enough to be aware of all this, the ensuing fight to get 
out of their custody was not one many were able to accomplish. 


“T —” the captain was taken aback by Jenny’s resolve, but he quickly snapped back. “BE THAT AS 
IT MAY, YOU WILL STILL NEED TO APPEAL.” 


The captain snort-laughed, before tilting his head in a faintly clownish gesture, plainly intended to 
signal to his goons that they were meant to laugh as well. They didn’t believe Jenny had the ability to fight 
them, even if her spirit was indomitable. But there were murmurs running through the crowd of Lauras. 
Despite their differences in biology, they all shared one thing in common: 


Their loyalty to Jenny. 


The crowd rose from the floor. And by this, it is not simply meant that they merely got up — they 
rose. Dramatically. And powerfully. They crossed their arms, their tentacles, or whatever their relevant 
limbs were. They began shouting obscenities and throwing the nearest available objects at the squad — 
much to the displeasure of Sonja and Cogg, for many of those objects were invaluable scientific 
instruments. Jenny’s Laura was the last one to rise, and, having done so, began unfastening her lab coat. 


“What the hell, Laura!?” her Jenny hissed. “Time and a place!” 


“Oh Jenny,” she said with a reassuring smile — and then, addressing the soldiers, called out: “Hey, 


boys! Get a load of me!” 

The average soldier, even the type of hired mercenary appointed by the I-C.O. to the typical 
Copyright Strike Force, is at the end of the day a male first, and a functionary second. Not just a man, but 
a male in the most rankly biological and sociologically laddish sense — which was to say that even with a 
corridor full of exact duplicates of the same woman in various state of undress at their disposal, their 


heads still turned as one at the promise of a peek of something naughty. 


But as Laura undid her final button and pulled open her lab coat, it was not the expected exemplar 
of female anatomy which stood revealed, but a strange cloud of cosmic energy. It flowed forth, spiralling 
and coalescing like a strange, deep-black mist, snagging around their bodies. The soldiers had little time to 
complain before they started to break apart on a subatomic level; with that same instinctive stupidity 
which had gotten their attention away from the business of executions and extraditions, many tried to paw 
the mist away from themselves, or to wave it away with the barrels of their guns — only for the relevant 
appendages and weaponry to vanish just as quickly. The whole eerie business lasted for a bare few 
seconds before Laura, who seemed astonished herself at the potency of what she had unleashed, closed 
her coat just as quickly as she had opened it. At once, the mist disappeared. 


The soldiers looked down at their bodies, noticing at last on a conscious level that they had several 
holes. These holes didn’t bleed, they didn’t art — but as they all collectively passed fingers through 
impossible spaces, they squealed like children and fled out through the reality-door, the captain first 
among them — which sealed itself shut behind them. 
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Jenny looked up at Laura, her eyes imploring her for an answer. Cogg and Sonja’s expressions were 
much the same, as were the other two Jennies’; as for the crowd of Lauras, they had, of course, already 


worked it all out, and looked very pleased with themselves — or, rather, their other self. 


“So...” the first Laura began, “you know earlier, when I came out of the shower into my kitchen? 
And I put on some clothes?” 


Jenny nodded. 


“T came to realise, after the second portal I fell through, I couldn’t remember if I had put on any 
clothes under my coat. I thought I had put on a jumpsuit, but when I went to check in the bathroom in 
this ship just before the other Lauras arrived, I came to find I hadn’t. Only I don’t mean I was naked 


under there. There was... something else that I had somehow been, um, wearing,” 
“Woah.” 


“Pm not sure what exactly it is, but somehow I’m wearing clothes made from the corrupted fabric 
of reality. I suspect, no, I Aypothesise, that me putting on clothes under my lab coat became a point of 
temporal flux, and the Universe tried to compensate by making me something to wear. But I don’t think 


she’s a good seamstress!” 


While the scientists scrambled to take frantic notes on whatever computer monitors were available, 


Jenny was following everything, 


“And I suppose that the fabric of reality, now that this part of the Multiverse has become unstable, 
has also made your universe-fabric-clothing unstable and volatile?” 


“T believe so!” Laura replied with a grin. 


Jenny hadn’t noticed, being too engrossed in her girlfriend’s explanation, to notice that the crowd 
of Lauras had surrounded /er Laura. They were fascinated. Some voiced a desire to take the clothes from 
her, something to which Jenny’s Laura happily acquiesced; with so many exact twins already naked in the 
same room, there rea//y wasn’t any point in being shy at this point, and fascinating as they were, she would 
rather not keep the strange garments on her skin after seeing what they could do. Jenny didn’t seem to 
mind either: in the rush, Laura was certain she felt a pair of familiar, slightly callused hands copping a feel 
of her thighs. In their eagerness, some of the Lauras even took her lab coat away, but she didn’t mind 


either — she had spares at home, anyhow — though she made sure to keep her lucky towel tossed over 
her shoulder. 


(She did, however, forget about the disintegrator in her coat pocket. But even if it had been pointed 


out to her, she would have cheerily answered that this demonstrated her priorities were in order.) 


Jenny thanked everyone for their help, as they had really put the fear in those douchebags to not 
return. Some of the Lauras reassured Military-Laura that she would not have to read 50 Shades of Grey 
fan-fiction while others tended to the injuries of the Laura who had been crushed by an invisible door. 


Outside the crowd, Sonja was back at the screens, monitoring everything, while Cogg and Pan 
discussed the best way to make poached clockwork chicken eggs, but Cogg was getting steadily more 
frustrated as he had to keep repeating step one as Pan kept forgetting. Jenny watched her second 
counterpart continuing to type on her device whilst the third made popping noises with her mouth. 


“Miss Jenny!” Dave barked for her attention. “I would like to say that I was planning to help, but 
Laura, Laura, Laura, Laura, Lauren, Laura, Laura, Lawrence...” he went on for some time, being sure to 
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not leave a single Laura out, “...Laura, Laura, L4UR4, and Laura all seemed to have the saved the day. Or 
just the hour, considering we keep having new obstacles thrown at us like clockwork.” 


Jenny went to stroke Dave, but, like clockwork — something new was being thrown at them. 
“Everyone, can I have your attention please?” Sonja called out. “We have a problem!” 


“Oh dear,” said the dog after a moment. “I shouldn’t have said that, should I?” 
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CHAPTER 7 


Meanwhile, in Executive Mapper Sonya Herringbone’s Jump-Ship, a familiar reality-door opened 
up, and a rather anxious-looking man entered, a man whose nerves were obviously shot to pieces. 
Scanning the man with her eyes, he appeared to be unarmed... and full of holes, but somehow still 
breathing. 


“Good afternoon, sit, can I help you with anything?” she asked, coldly. 
“T-L-I,” he stammered, “w-w-w-w-want to a-a-a-a-ask if you have any b-b-b-b-b-b-barstools?” 


“Goodness gracious, you dolt, does this /s0& like the sort of place where you're likely to find Earth 
Prime antiques?” 


The captain recoiled, holding back tears, as he glanced around the futuristic interior, which 
obviously did not include such objects. 


“N-n-n-no, your respectfulness! I d-d-d-d-didn’t mean to offend!” 
“Get out of here!’ she commanded, pointing a bony finger at the reality-door. 


A nice person would’ve shown sympathy, or concern, for someone who was being made to work in 
such a pitiful mental state. But, quite unlike any near-namesakes she might have had on nearby ships, 
Sonya was no such person. 


He ran, his metaphorical tail tucked between his legs. What had this even been about? Well, it didn’t 
matter. She had important work to — 


An electronic alarm started bleeping, and she spun to her monitor, eyes widening in fear. 


She had been idly scanning the numbers and three-dimensional models for a little while now, 
watching contentedly as universes merged at exponential rates, reducing her organisation’s workload just 
as effectively. Watching those friendly figures going down and pie-diagrams expanding, it was almost easy 
to forget that they were erasing the lives of uncountable quintillions of sentient beings. What mattered 
was that things had been going smoothly, and that in a few hours’ time, she and her compatriots could halt 
the process at a tidy number of realities — perhaps a billion, or a thousand, or fifty-two — fifty-two was a 
good, even number, a lucky-sounding number — and stand proudly before the Galactic Council, with a 
survey job completed on schedule. 


Now, however, every petty region of Sonya’s brain which had been pleasantly caressed by the sight 
of the numbers going her way was being violently yanked in the opposite direction. The numbers were 
reversing, the pie-slices shrinking. Realities were being wuscrambled back again in defiance of all logic — 
pulled apart, disentangled — the total scanned number was rising, 


Somebody, somewhere, had matched their Unreasonably Large Collider with an equal and opposite 
Unreasonably Large Un-Collider. ...Un-Merger? Unraveler? 


Well, it didn’t matter what the miscreants called it. If those saboteurs thought it was going to be 
that easy, they had another thing coming. 


An Anti-Collider — shere was a good name! — could only be created in the seventh-to-ninth, or 
higher, dimensions of space, as part of a psychic field of variants of the same individual, running 
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extremely complicated calculations all at the same time. The odds that their own Collider should have 
produced such a gathering of geniuses within the Void Between Worlds, and that they would think to 
enact such a strategy before their own bodies inevitably collapsed into a black hole, had been astronomically, 
vanishingly low. 


Of course, it was only now beginning to sink in, within Sonya’s mind, that the odds of something 
being ‘vanishingly low’ meant very little when dealing with infinite realities. But they had prepared for the 
contingency, all the same. So those Laura Drakes thought they’d calibrated their mental calculus correctly, 
did they? 


Well the joke was on them. 


Ass if they d have started with the Collider running at maximum capacity. 


Switching on her comms unit with a tap, Sonya spoke, her voice tense, but clear and level. 


”? 


“This is Executive Mapper Herringbone,” she said. “Calling all Mapper Relays. Double collision 


rate. I repeat: double collision rate.” 


There. That should fix’em, wherever in this infinite Void their ship-cluster was hiding. 
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All was panic aboard the cluster of concatenated versions of the Void Ship jointly belonging to 
Halibut Cogg and Sonja Harrington — a Void Ship which they had not, in any one of the thousands of 
timestreams (and counting!) represented by the cluster, gotten around to naming anything in particular. 


Dozens of Laura were running around the communications room of the prime ship at the core of 
the collision, and warning off the ever-increasing number of additional Lauras coming in from the 
corridor where the ship opened into its nearest neighbour within the crash pile-up. At first a few of the 
earliest Lauras to arrive had begun updating their late-arriving counterparts on the situation, but as the 
situation got more frantic and the stream of arriving Lauras sped up in turn, this became impractical, and 
they began simply boarding up the corridor to prevent the onslaught — which just prompted more 
shouted questions and demands from the massing crowd on the other side. A few of the bolder variants 
of Cogg and Sonja from other ships were even beginning to add to that crowd, having decided that their 
respective Lauras had been missing for too long and it was time to investigate the crash-point for 
themselves. 


Add to this the aberrant Jennies, Daves and Pans who were periodically materialising on one or 
another ship-bridge within the cluster — but never the right one — and the result was strikingly close to a 
mediaeval miniaturist’s idea of Pandemonium (complete with screaming, naked redheads, though that part 
was probably a coincidence). 


Amidst all of this chaos sat an invisible rectangle, too flat for any of the panicking Lauras to 
actually “77 on, such that it was mostly just getting walked on without consequence. After a while, a 
feeble, but less-than-inconvenienced voice rose from the panel of nothingness. 


“Now,” said the Great God Pan, “I might not understand much of what is going on, and neither 
am I likely to remember whatever is explained to me for any length of time — but I do get the feeling,” 
he continued laboriously, “that something momentous and unpleasant is going on, and just now, I’ve got a 
dreadful hankering to know what it is, if anyone feels like taking pity on an old door.” 
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A small scottie dog padded close to the invisible rectangle, whose position was quite obvious to 
him, not only because this dog happened to be a duly-licensed Wizard, but also because it was the only 
patch of floor in the entire ship which smelled of blood, incense, and goats. 


“Well, old chap,” said Dave, “I’m afraid it looks like curtains. Those Laura Drake girls put up a 
brave fight, but the enemy have stepped up their game, whoever they are.” 


“The enemy?” said the door, who’d forgotten the start of the conversation, but didn’t like the 
sound of that. “Where’s the enemy?” 


“Oh, in an armada of interdimensional Ships floating around the Void Between Worlds, I should 
imagine,” the dog reflected, lying down on top of the invisible door. “Jump-Ships, most likely, not Void 
Ships. Quite impregnable, even if I still had my awe-some magic powers; and I’m afraid I lost most of 
those along with my name.” 


The Great God Pan was silent for a while. Unbeknownst to Dave and the panicking Laura — who 
were much too busy fighting over the only available three Jennies, as each of them was keen to spent her 
last moment with Jenny Everywhere and no one else — that span of time was enough for Pan to entirely 
forget that the conversation had even been happening; notice the chaos anew; and, worrying about his 
fate, to work up the courage to inquire about it. 


“What’s going to happen to us?” he asked, in what simply seemed to Dave like a sensible way of 
rerailing the conversation. 


The dog glanced at one of the wall-screens in the moments before one of the three Jennies was 
slammed into said wall by one of the Lauras, who was kissing her with passionate desperation. Dave had 
seen enough, and emitted a kind of thoughtful, whining groan. 


“At this rate of agglutination,” he explained, “I’d say we have about three minutes before we reach 
a critical mass and our Void Ships all collapse into the mother of all black holes.” 


He paused, and flicked his ears flat. 


“Hm. I suppose that’s plenty enough time for you to forget. I say, old sport, do you want me to 
keep reminding you,” he inquired amicably, “or would you rather go into the dark in blissful ignorance of 
the fact that we’re all about to be crushed into a black hole?” 


At this, the Great God Pan’s eyes would have lit up if his current physical form had possessed any 
eyes, and been visible enough to light up. 


“Al black hole,’ the door recited with more energy in its bleating voice than it had displayed all day, 
“is a region of spacetime where gravity is so strong that nothing, including light and other electromagnetic waves, is capable of 
possessing enough energy to escape it.” 


Dave, being an extremely well-read canine, recognised this at once as the opening sentence of the 
Wikipedia page on black holes as it had appeared in the mid-2020s on Prime-adjacent Earths. Yet there is 
a great difference between knowing something, deep down in the recesses of your scholarly knowledge — 
and having thought through all its ramifications relative to a given predicament. Dave’s eyes lit up, and as 


he was a very much visible dog in full possession of a pair of eyes, this was gute plain to see. 


“Nothing... Nothing... Oh, I say. Oh by Jove. By Jove, I do declare! Jenny! Jenny, we’re saved!” 
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He bounded towards the Jenny he’d originally met, but the woman in the hoodie was currently 
being held down on the floor by two or three of the burlier Lauras while another, down on her knees, was 
sobbing her way through a dramatic monologue, unburdening herself of all the guilty secrets which she 
refused to die before confessing to Jenny. Albeit the wrong one. After sizing up the Lauras and 
establishing that he could only bite one or two at most before another one drop-kicked him out of range, 
Dave turned away from that Jenny and considered the two late arrivals — but they were similarly 


occupied. 


He was just about to take his chances with one of the more stable-looking Lauras when his gaze 
landed on Professor Cogg and Sonja Harrington. The two scientists were sitting next to each other in one 
corner of the room, neither panicking nor devising any last-minute derring-do. They seemed to simply 


be... talking. Sonja’s chin was cupped in her hands, and Cogg too looked grim — but accepting, 


“I suppose we did what we could, my dear,” Dave heard Cogg sigh as he padded closer. “The 
Multiverse was simply too ridiculous a place to permit the likes of us to save it.” 


“Yeah,” Sonja nodded sadly. “What were any of us supposed to do? We’re just — I'll say it, we’re 
way past fourth-wall-breaking. We’re just incidental characters,’ she groaned self-pityingly. “One-offs. This 
was always a tale of Jennies and Lauras and I don’t know what else. The plot was hardly going to hinge on 


improvised nothing-characters like you or me.” 


“Hem-hem,” Dave spoke up, having tried and failed to attract the Professor’s attention by tugging 
on his cloak. “If you could spare a moment? Talking of hinges, our old friend Pan has just had a very 
clever idea...” 


The looks he got in response to that opener were less than impressed. 


“Oh, dear, I do know how it sounds,” said Dave. “And I’m saying that as a talking dog called Dave. 
But — look, it’s that, or sitting here feeling sorry for ourselves for a hundred and forty-five seconds more, 
then getting crushed into subatomic paste in the space of an instant. I don’t know about you, but I’d like 
to give it a shot.” 


“You... you have a way out of this?” Sonja said, more slowly than the urgency of the situation 
would perhaps have called for. 


“Better,” said Dave. “I can save us all. I can stop a// of this. Quickly, now — do you have equipment 


to broadcast a message to any and all interdimensional vessels in range?” 
“Oh, yes,” Cogg replied, “but Pve never actually wsed it — I mean, it’d be dreadfully rude —” 


“The blue switch over there,’ Sonja said, getting a bit of fire and military practicality back as she 
pointed. 


“Ah, good-o,” said the dog, and, using the naked back of a kneeling Laura for a launchpad, he 
bounded onto the control panel — and to salvation. 
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“Operators of the Unreasonably Large Reality Collider, please attend carefully,” said the theatrical, male voice 
as it blared out of every comms-unit and onboard loudspeaker in the Cosmological Survey Corps’ 
Jump-Ship Fleet. “The message that follows is vital to the survival of you all’ 
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“TTuhe” 


The message was being heard beyond Sonya’s Fleet, of course. All throughout the Void, 
dimensional travellers who’d been eagerly awaiting the next newsflash on the Interdimensional Traffic 
Radio started in surprise at the unexpected pirate broadcast. In the Interdimensional Tavern, patrons 
stopped dancing to the beat of the Transdimensional Transylvanian Twist and lent an ear. Even in the 
glacial abode of Squire Psykha, Embodiment of Thought, a one-eyed being of psychic perception paused 
as foreign words interrupted the conceptual streams to whose gentle cerebral pulse they had been 


attuning their consciousness. 


Above: Dave broadcasts his message to the Void. 


And if all of those were within range, so, too, was every single variant of Cogg and Sonja’s Ship 
which had crashed into the hyperdimensional pile-up. All across its nigh-infinite girth, Jennies and Coggs 
and Pans and Lauras turned towards the nearest available Dave, as if to confirm that he wasn’t the one 
speaking. Some of the Daves were even poised to make their own transmissions, only now aware that one 
Dave had beat them to it by moments. 


And then they fell silent — 


— and listened. 


CK 
In the communications room, too, the Lauras and Jennies had ceased their panic and 
running-about. The little black dog’s voice cut crisply through the tumult as he continued speaking into 


the control panel’s microphone — it was one of Coge’s additions to the dual creation, a lovely, old-school 
brassy thing. 
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“Are you sitting comfortably? Then let’s begin. Science lesson — black holes. Big, scary buggers. 
Pull everything in their vicinity without hope of escape. With me — 
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“50 far?” 


Owing to the steampunk nature of the recording equipment, Dave’s voice was slightly tinny 
coming out of the loudspeakers in Mapper Sonya’s command-ship, despite their superlative, cutting-edge 
quality. But the message was still coming in loud and clear. 


“No, no, no,” said Sonya Herringbone, who despite it all, still had enough smarts in common with 
her distant counterparts within the pile-up to glimpse what the broadcast was driving at. “No, no, no, no 
— shit, shit, shzt—” 
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“Science lesson flash number two — there isnt any real space within the Void Between Worlds, just the illusion of 
space, as kindly provided by Lady Spatium. Love your work, ma’am, if you're listening? 


In a dwelling which no mortal mind was equipped to comprehend, but which, to an eldritch 
abomination, looked surprisingly humble — the lovecraftian equivalent of a wooden hovel — a 
boundless, eternal being made of interlocking geometrical shape stood straighter and preened. 


It was nice to feel appreciated. 


“In consequence,’ Dave’s broadcast wrapped up with considerable glee, “for all higher-dimensional intents 
and purposes, everything within the Void is within range of everything else. There’s no such thing as ‘getting clear’. For those 
in the back, I’m sayin’: if you let a black hole form from our unfortunate mashed-up Ships and bodies, you're all going down 
nith us. With how Ive been yammering away, Id say you have, oh, just under a standard Prime-adjacent Earth minute to 
switch off your Collider, or else we're all going to get very closely acquainted, very soon in-deed. Toodle-oo! 


Sonya threw herself back into her command chair, and sat there a moment, staring blankly at the 


speaker-grating on her control panel. 


She imagined herself standing before the Galactic Council’s Inquiry Board — forced to admit that 
they’d cocked it up completely. Forced to admit they’d promised the impossible, and committed horrible 
wat crimes to try and make it happen anyway. She pictured herself stripped of her rank, humiliated, 
dishonoured — clapped in irons and forced into hard labour in some horrible place like the Mines of 
Hellus 666. At least the Sadistic Sadists of Sadismus Beta had ceased ever to have existed a few years ago; 
she’d heard that before then — insofar as *before’ was a meaningful phrase — the Inquiry Board had 
liked to outsource punitive action to the likes of them. Even with that caveat, though, she could not help 
momentarily picturing herself in their nasty hands. Not to mention the disappointment in her parents’ 


eyes when they’d learn... well. 
Sonya Herringbone pictured all of this, and shuddered. 


But then — insofar as any sentient mind can grasp the concept — she pictured herself ceasing to 
exist completely in thirty-eight seconds, her entire fleet wiped out in an instant, her entire existence 
destroyed along with any evidence that her life’s work had ever even been attempted. 
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She shuddered twice as hard — and then, jumping into action just as suddenly as she had frozen in 
place, she leapt for the control panel and switched on her own comms unit. 


“DEACTIVATE THE COLLIDER?’ she shouted like a woman possessed. “A-and as for you in 
that cluster — you — you brutes! Screw you! Screw ALL OF YOU!” 


And she signed off. 


2K 


There was a moment of silence within the observation deck of the primary Void Ship. Lauras and 
Jennies and assorted individuals exchanged disbelieving looks, half-expecting that this had all been for 
naught, and any moment now, they would experience a momentary flash of all-consuming pain then cease 
to exist. 


It was Professor Cogg who spoke at last, turning to the woman in futuristic apparel who was still 


sitting next to him on the same upturned computer bank, in the same out-of-the-way cornet. 
“T say, my dear Sonja,” he said, “didn’t that sound like your voicer” 


“T haven't the faintest idea what you are talking about,’ the woman said through clenched teeth, 
pointedly avoiding his gaze. 


If anyone else had noticed the vocal resemblance, they didn’t make it known. As it finally became 
clear that no immediate death-by-squashing was forthcoming, the whole room erupted into wild cheering. 
The first, hoodie-wearing Jenny had no sooner found release from the tearful Lauras who’d been holding 
her down that she found herself ambushed by a naked one who embraced her and kissed her on the 
mouth with all the 4fe of someone who had just learned they were not, in fact, about to be obliterated in 
the next five seconds. Jenny was about to protest that there had been quite enough of that before their 
miraculous escape when she noticed the lavender towel her kisser still held in her left hand with an almost 


religious fervour. 
“Oh!” she said as they broke apart, with a flustered smile. “Y-you’re the right one!” 
“And so are you, my dearest,” the redhead replied. 


“You know, I think I could do with never having “hat dream ever again.” 


> 


“Likewise,” said Laura, and, grabbing one of Jenny’s hands, she moved it and delicately closed 
Jenny’s fingers around the hem of the lavender towel, all the while still gripping its other end with her 
own, other hand. “Now, here’s what I suggest — you hold on to this, and Aeep holding onto it until we’re 


back home with no other mes in sight. Sound good?” 
“T think that’s a zerrific idea,” said Jenny, and pecked her on the cheek. 


All around them, the partying continued. Dave, once more a true Magical Wizard of Fate, was held 
up like an idol for all to admire and give thanks to. Other, eager hands carried up a slate of wooden 
nothingness once known as the Great God Pan, and cheered just as uproatiously for his own 
contribution. Naturally, by the time he realised that he was crowd-surfing, the door did not actually 


remember how it had gotten there. 


But it found the praise quite touching. 
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EPILOGUE 


Part I 


Jenny and Laura, still holding onto the lavender towel, materialised back in Laura’s kitchen. It 
looked much the same as when they had left, except that the old man was currently passed out on the 
floor with a bottle of pinot noir next to him. Jenny gave him a gentle shake and he promptly came to. 


“Ts it really you, O Goddesses?’ he asked. 
“Yep, it’s us,” Jenny replied. 

“And the Quest?” 

“It’s finished.” 


“At least, we think it is,’ Laura said. “The whole thing was pretty confusing and...” She trailed off 
when she saw the look Jenny was giving her. 


“Praise the Gods! At last, I can return from whence I came and spend my final days in peace.” 
He walked through the portal, which disappeared immediately after he did. 
“Well, that certainly was an adventure,” Jenny said. 

“I did promise you one, didn’t I?” Laura said with a grin. 


“Yeah, just don’t go using the Reverse-Shifter too much. Pd rather not go through anything like 
that again for a long time, if ever.” 


“Ok. But it’s good to know everything’s back to normal. Or as normal as it gets for us, anyway.” 


1? 


“Jenny’” said a disembodied voice. 
“Who said that?” Jenny asked cautiously. 
“Me! Over here!” 


Jenny looked around the kitchen until she found the source of the voice. It was a transparent man, 


naked as Laura was. Jenny recognized him instantly. 
“Bastian?!” 
“Who the hell are your!” Laura shouted. 


“He’s the guy you erased. I mentioned him just before we went on this whole adventure. 
Remember?” 


“Vaguely.” 
“But how can you be here now? That wasn’t even ovr universe!” 


Bastian shrugged. “Beats me.” 
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“T think I know,” Laura said. “With all the chaos that’s been happening throughout the multiverse, 
the walls of reality are still pretty thin. So people who’ve been erased might get a second chance at life.” 


“Thanks for the explanation, Laura,” Bastian said. “And as a nudist, I definitely appreciate your 
p > ; > Y y 


wardrobe right now.” 
“Hey, don’t mention it.” 
“And Jenny, this may sound corny, but I think I’ve fallen for you’ 
Jenny raised her eyebrows. “Seriously?” 
“Yes. And if you love me too, then I might just be able to materialise fully once again.” 


“Well, sorry to disappoint you, Bastian, but ’m very much in love with Laura.” She hugged Laura 


close to her. 
“Oh, I see. Never mind then. Back to not existing for me.” Bastian vanished. 


“Let’s hope that’s the last remnant of this whole multiversal crisis we’ve just been through,” Laura 
said with a sigh. 


“It better be,” Jenny said. She picked up the bottle of pinot noir that the old man had left on the 
floor. “Now let’s finish this before anyone else decides to interrupt our time together, my dear.” 


Part II 


The ship seemed quiet now. Anything would, in comparison to the noise of a jubilant celebration 
of the salvation of the nearby multiverse, made up of several Jennys and dozens of Laura Drakes to boot. 
The diagram on the CRT screen which Sonja Harrington had torn from the wall of her original ship in 
her original universe made certain what was already clear: the merging had stopped, and it was staying 


stopped. 
But it hadn’t reversed. 


With the collision halted and the party over, most of the multiversal duplicates had radioed in a 
quick thanks to the centre of the near-amalgamation and departed for their home universes, and Sonja 
had felt the lingering intrusions-into-her-mind departing along with them. Professor Harrington and 
Doctor Harrington and Lieutenant Harrington had gone. Agent Harrington was en route to the Palatium, 
gearing to report her findings to the High Council and add more evidence to the case that any and all 
unusual dimensional activities required swift and immediate curtailing. Executive Mapper Sonya 
Herringbone was certainly out of the picture — probably on her way to the Inquiry Board already. Only 
titleless-multiversal-science-researcher Sonja Harrington remained. 


Quite a lot of her. 


Yes, the near-exact duplicates — the versions of Sonja Harrington and Professor Halibut Cogg 
who had rigged together a way to track the unsanctioned merger of realities and who had found Laura 
Drake suddenly transported aboard their makeshift ship shortly before the final collision — had 
remained. They had little other choice — these were the Harringtons and Coggs whose universes had 
already collapsed into each other, reduced to an averaged grey sludge. 
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There were differences, of course — cybernetics on mirrored sides of the body, haircuts of 
differing lengths, variations in personal fashion sense. A few of the ships had already irreversibly fused 
before the collider had been switched off, and their respective pilots were now facing the prospect of 
crews composed of countless Coggs and hordes of Harringtons. But these were, ultimately, minor things. 
For most intents and purposes, the ships which remained were the same. 


“So, then,” said one of the Coggs on one of the ships, which had just as much claim to being the 
one into which Laura had fallen as all of the others. 


He paused for a moment, feeling out the mood of the awkward silence which had overtaken the 
ship, then coughed and pressed on. 


“What, exactly, are we going to do nowr” 


“That,” said Sonja Harrington, sinking into her seat and taking a long sip from her thermos of 
coffee... “that is a very good question.” 


Following another brief silence filled only by the tapping of cybernetic fingers and the hiss of 
steam, Cogg spoke again: 


“Well. That being the case... as it happens... well —” 

“Spit it out.” 

“T might have an idea.” 

Sonja rotated her chair to face the professor. 

“Do tell.” 

“Well,” Cogg said, shrugging, “We make a good team, don’t wer” 
Sonja frowned. Then sighed. 

“TI... suppose so, yes. It’s been weirdly fine.” 


“High praise, ’m sure. That being the case, mightn’t it make sense to stick together, given the 
unfortunate lack of other options currently available to us?” 


“And do what?” Sonja queried, turning her seat again to face the screen. “If the fourth wall’s not 
fully taped back up yet, I’d like to point out that we’re pretty grukking plot-specific.” 


Cogeg tromped to the ship’s main viewport and gestured out at the ship, many times over. 


Squinting, Sonja was fairly sure that she could see other Coggs in other windows doing the same. 


1? 


“That’s the very crux of my idea, my dear 
thing!” 


Coge exclaimed. “We don’t save to choose just one 


Sonja stared, unimpressed. Cogg crossed his arms. 


“Well, see here,’ he said, frowning ponderingly, “If I might avail myself of the same punctured 
diegesis — it seems to me that, if the pair of us have any hope of outlasting this chronicle, it’s all tied up 
with our adaptability! Think of it — we, every pair of us, are just as much “le Sonja Harrington and 
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Professor Cogg who featured in the preceding history as every other pair — and yet, from here, our paths 
diverge to match a hundred writers’ whims! A serialist’s dream, I should think!” 


Sonja thought on this for a moment, biting at her lip as she did so. After a moment, she turned 
back towards Cogg. 


“That’s pretty presumptuous, nop It’s like I was saying earlier... we’re nothing-characters. Plot 
devices. Why would anyone want to use us again?” 


1? 


“Tm sure I don’t know!” replied Cogg with a cheerful shrug. “But invention is the mother of 


necessity, no?” 
“No, that’s not —” 


“That’s certain! how it went when I invented the combination 
vy 
shaving-mirrot-and-automatic-spaghetti-fork.” 


There was another moment of silence. Then Sonja shrugged. 
“What the hell,” she replied. “Why not? It’s worth a shot.” 


She pressed the dematerialisation button, and vanished alongside every other duplicate ship left in 
the Void. 


Part II 


Amidst this, Jenny Everywhere and Jenny Everywhere - the two who’d arrived on the ship in 
sudden flashes of light, that is - stood together, not entirely sure what they’d just seen. 


“Well,” the second of the Jennies said, “that sure was a Weird Tale’, wouldn’t you agree?”’. 
“Shut up,” the first of the Jennies said, shortly before shifting away to new adventures. 


Naturally, the other Jenny followed suit, and did much the same. 


Above: The Two Jennies 
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Part Ty: 


“You know,’ said Pan, as Dave pushed him down a corridor with what little magic he had 


remaining, “I’ve remembered who you are!” 
“Hooray!” cried Dave. 
“You're that fellow from the pet food advertisements!” 
Dave sighed. “Not quite, old chap,” he said. 
g q 
“So,” said Pan, absent-mindedly, “What do we do now?” 
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“I don’t know,” said Dave, “we’ve got the whole wide multiverse at our feet. We could go 


exploring! How’d you feel about that, eh?” 
“How do I feel about what?” asked Pan. 
“Never mind,” said Dave, “I reckon you'll like it.” 
“But what will I like?” asked Pan. 
“Wait and see, old chap,” said Dave, “wait and see.” 


And off they went into the sunset, the magical dog and the invisible Great God Pan shaped like a 


doot. 


Part V 


Meanwhile, in a distant parallel world, yet another Jenny Everywhere hit the Griddy, almost as 


Che End 


though a writer had required it to be so. 


“Whats this, hmm?” cried the militaristic Laura from earlier on in the story, “No epilogue for me? 
It’s outrageous! Preposterous, what! It’s discrimination! Oi! You! The author! Do twenty press-ups! And 
all of you readers, for that matter, what! Stop slouching! Sit up straight, you horrible little man! Right! 
Good! Stop the story!” 


56 


